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JEALOUS RUSSIAN STALKER 


I watch her from a distance...a close distance. 


The moment | saw her name I couldn’t stop thinking about 
her. The first time I laid eyes on her | followed her. When 
she steps out for the day, | step in...to her personal space 
without leaving a trace. 


| need to know everything about her. Her past. Why she’s 
here in Russia. Her plans for the future. 


But whatever plans she may have had just got cancelled, 
because I’ve got a plan of my own...to make her mine no 
matter what or who tries to come between us. 


l'm obsessed and | won’t stop until she’s mine... forever. 
*Jealous Russian Stalker is an insta-everything standalone 


instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER 1 


Ivan 
It’s her. 
My grip tightens on this morning’s Moscow Times, the paper 
crinkling so loudly a child looks up at me like I’m some sort 
of beast. 
And that’s exactly what she’s turned me into. 
She’s even more beautiful than | could have imagined. 
It’s the first time I’ve ever physically laid eyes on her, and 
for the first time | understand what it means when someone 
says that when you see the one you'll know. 
| know all right. | Know she will be mine. 
She removes her sunglasses as she walks down the hallway 
at Sheremetyevo International Airport in Moscow, fresh off 


her flight. 


Her piercing grey eyes stay focused straight ahead as she 
approaches the immigration area. 


She’s right on time. 
I’ve been waiting for this moment... planning every detail. 


| hit the hotspot icon on my phone just before | drop the 
newspaper in the trash outside the restrooms and fall in step 


behind her. 


The way her delicate, exposed shoulders move as she 
approaches the immigration line has me grinding my teeth. 
Every muscle in my body is tense, including the one in my 
groin, which | swear is harder than it’s ever been. 


My eyes take in the curve of her back as her dark hair sways 
side to side with each step. Her white tank top reveals a 
mosaic of artwork covering her left arm. She’s tatted... 
completely sleeved. 


And I'm completely infatuated. 


“Other line, sir,” a airport employee says trying to point me 
to a different immigration station. 


Not a chance. 

|I ignore him. At six five and two hundred and fifty pounds | 
easily blow right through the arm he holds out as if that 
would stop me from my target. 


Nothing could. 


| wouldn’t care if his arm was made of steel or if he put a gun 
in my face. I’m not losing her. Not now. Not ever. 


| fall in line right behind her, my need intensifying. | step 
closer, so close one single strand of her hair touches my arm 
causing my dick to jerk violently in my pants. 


| lean forward, inhaling her scent as my nostrils flare, careful 
not to make a noise as | breathe in deep. 


She smells so damn sweet | want to taste every single inch 
of her skin. | want to spend hours in bed getting to know 
her, inside and out, as | ravish her with my tongue and tell 
her all the ways that she’s the most beautiful creature that’s 
ever walked on the face of the earth. 


She’s not like anyone I’ve ever seen. In some ways she looks 
very Russian, but the way she carries herself is very foreign. 
You can spot the foreigners a mile away in Moscow. 


“Do you have a pen—” she says, turning quickly. I’m so 
close to her that her chest brushes against my arm and | 
practically explode in my pants. 


“Let me check,” | say, removing my bag from over my 
shoulder as if | don’t know exactly where every single item is 
inside. | packed it so many times that | could do it 
blindfolded at this point. | wasn’t about to take any 
chances, and | brought everything I’d need to make this 
moment go as smoothly as it has so far. 


| take the pen from the pen slot, careful not to reveal the 
other contents of my bag before handing it to her. 


“Thanks,” she says. 
| nod. 


Manners. | like that. | just wonder if she’s naughty as well 
as nice. 


The line moves swiftly and just as it’s her turn to approach 
she quickly turns and hands me my pen back, thanking me 
again, but this time she flashes me a bit of a smile. It’s 
something between a smirk and a smile and damn does it 
look good on her, but then again what wouldn't? 


| Know what would look best on her. Me. On top of her as | 
claim her and make her mine forever. 


She approaches the counter and the immigration agent 
who's been stoic for every other passenger suddenly 
straightens up in his chair and offers her a smile. 


My eyes zoom in on his nametag like a hawk. | store the 
name for later, so | can make him pay for what he just did. 


She may not have a ring on her finger yet, but that doesn’t 
mean any man can even think that he’s got a chance with 
what’s mine. 


Suddenly the line slows as he stares at the screen and back 
at her again. My fingers dig into my palms and my stance 
widens. I’m ready to march right up there and punch that 
guy so hard my fist shatters the glass and then his face. 
There’s no such thing as protective glass when it comes to a 
man who tries to make moves on my woman. 


Another agent motions me towards an open window. 

“Sir. Sin” she says. 

| just shake my head, my eyes staying locked on the sight in 
front of me that has my blood pressure rising to the point | 


can feel my pulse on the side of my neck. 


| feel a man from behind push past me for the empty line 
like a rat looking for a piece of cheese. 


“If you don’t want it l'Il take it then,” he says. 


Any other day I’d make him pay for his words. Not today. | 
don’t care and | don’t even look in his direction. 


Finally she’s processed and | step forward. 


| stare at this s.o.b. so hard | could melt the damn glass 
between us. 


He squints, at my intense look. 

“Everything okay, sir?” he asks. 

You do not want to fuck with me right now, | say without 
even opening my mouth. My eyes and my body language 


conveying more words than speaking ever could. 


He leans away from the counter a bit, stamping my passport 
as his eyes dart to the table in front of him. 


He wisely hands it back and | quickly move through towards 
the baggage claim. 


She can’t get away. 


CHAPTER 2 


Willow 


| tap my foot as | wait for the baggage carousel to begin 
moving. 


I’ve been in transit a full twenty-four hours and all | can 
think of is getting to my hotel, getting a shower, and getting 
horizontal. How anyone can sleep sitting up is beyond me. 


Pulling my phone from my purse | tap on the Wi-Fi signal 
and look to see if they have free Internet. 


“Sheremetyevo International Airport - Free Wi-Fi” pops up 
right in first place. The signal is three bars out of five, but it 
will do. 


After entering my last name and flight number the Wi-Fi 
connects. It seems to be blazing fast and | check again. 
Five bars. Wow, that never happens. 


| send my mom a quick WhatsApp message to let her know | 
arrived and look at the carousel, which is now completely 
full of bags. 


Mine is almost to me and just as | go to reach for it a big 
hand slides in front of mine, grabbing the handle and pulling 
it off, setting it at my feet. 


“Thank you...again,” | say to the huge, hot, Russian guy who 
loaned me his pen earlier. 


I'd heard guys here were real gentlemen and if this guy is 
any indication then what I read online is certainly true. 


But what | didn’t read was anything about just how 
attractive the men here could be... specifically him. 


Alpha? Yes. 

Well dressed? Check. 

Rich oligarchs? They’ve got them in spades. 

| have no idea what this silent gentleman who seems to 
have a very dark side is all about, but the mystery behind 
him certainly has me wanting to know more. 

He nods. 


Does the guy have something against speaking? 


| take my bag and step out onto the curb where two cabs 
drivers quickly approach me. 


They’re practically fighting over my business and | can’t 
help but wonder if the fall of the ruble and the sanctions 
imposed against Russia have anything to do with it. 


“Where you going?” the first man says. 
“I'm cheaper and faster,” the second says, but his Russian 
has a bit of a Western accent to it. Maybe he'll be easier to 


deal with. 


“Aquarium Hotel. It’s right next to the Crocus Expo center,” | 
Say. 


“Let’s go,” the first driver says putting his hand on my arm, 
pulling me towards the cab. 


“Whoa, whoa, whoa!” | say trying to take a step back. This 
guy is way too aggressive and his grip tells me he definitely 
doesn’t know how to treat a lady. 


“My cab,” the other guy says grabbing my other arm away 
from my wheeled luggage’s handle. 


| lean back on the balls of my feet trying not to get pulled 
into one of the cars, but it’s no use. 


Neither guy wants to let go of me as they both look at each 
other like they’re about to fight. 


“Let her go,” the second driver says, his Russian with an 
English accent suddenly sounding way more American. 


“Fock you!” the other Russian guy says, mispronouncing the 
word but there’s no time to laugh. 


Fear shoots through me as they both tug me in opposite 
directions. 


| look down at my bag, making sure this isn’t some sort of 
robbery distraction scam. 


My bag is still there. 


| open my mouth to scream, but just before | do out of 
nowhere a huge man’s head comes flying in from the side, 
his forehead catching the bridge of the nose of the first 
Russian driver sending blood spattering everywhere, his grip 
releases and he stumbles backward before tripping over the 
curb and tumbling to the ground. 


The new guy pivots and delivers a brutal forearm and elbow 
combination to the other driver, my body completely frozen 
as that man drops even faster than the first. 


| feel like my feet are stuck in quicksand, my entire body 
frozen as | just watched a kind of violence the State 
Department’s website warned me about. 


But this unfolded right in front of me and | haven’t even left 
the airport. 


| look up at the man, my jaw dropping as | realize it’s the 
same guy from the immigration line...and the baggage claim 
line. 

My arms start shaking and suddenly | grab the handle of my 
luggage and run to the front of the cabstand and jump in 
the first car, clumsily pulling my bag into the back seat with 
me. 

“Drivel” | yell. “I'll pay double.” 


Money talks and b.s. walks apparently. The driver floors it, 
the car red lining nearly as much as my spiked pulse. 


“What going on back there?” the driver asks. 
“| have no idea,” | say. 
“But you must know that you are lucky to be alive,” he says. 


“Yeah,” | say nodding my head. I’ve never felt more alive in 
my entire life. 


CHAPTER 3 


Ivan 


Creating a scene is the last thing | need right now... make 
that second to last. 


If anything had have happened to her...just the thought of it 
pisses me the fuck off. 


| quickly leave the taxi stand area and move towards the 
Yandex ride sharing area. Yandex is Russia’s clone of Uber 
and right now I wish there was a way to clone me. The 
security cameras must have seen all of that and I’m 
guessing they'll be sending some security out quick. 


Being that it’s Russia, most people are usually head down 
and mind their own business, but at the airport there’s no 
way they'll risk anything, especially considering their 
cameras picked up a foreign woman. 


“Just drive,” | say to the first driver. Luckily | didn’t have to 
wait and we’re quickly leaving the airport grounds. 


| open my bag and pull out the phone that | brought just for 
this occasion. 


What she didn’t know is that the free Wi-Fi at the airport is 
restricted to travelers with Russian phones. The free Wi-Fi 
she thought she was getting came at a very high price. 


| now have verification of her name and flight number, and 
when she logged in the program | set up immediately 


installed a backdoor into her phone. 


| look at the phone, which is a clone of hers. She doesn’t 
have Wi-Fi now, but cell phones constantly ping cell phone 
towers, even when they’re not in use, so | can see generally 
where she’s at based on which cell phone tower she’s 
nearest too. 


But that’s way too much work and way too amateur, and I’m 
no amateur. 


| scan through her downloaded documents folder and sure 
enough, there’s a copy of her hotel reservation. 


Just as | thought...she’s staying at the Aquarium Hotel, 
which is part of the group that owns the Crocus Expo center, 
which is why she’s in town. 


Over the next two days “Phd” will take place. It’s an 
acronym for Positive Hack Days, a computer hacking 
conference that’s become world famous, although most of 
the guests are from Russian and the former Soviet Union 
countries. This is why I’m still wondering why she’s here, 
other than the fact that being together is our destiny. 


| open her WhatsApp app and see she’s sent a message to a 
number in Jupiter, Florida. It’s an affluent beach town and 
sure enough the number checks out with the one | 
expected. She’s telling her mother she arrived in Moscow. 


But there’s no way she can tell her what | have in store for 
her. No one knows... only me. 


CHAPTER 4 


Willow 


The minute | get to my room at the Aquarium Hotel | slide 
the deadbolt shut and finally exhale. 


What in the hell just happened? 


Why was the same guy who loaned me his pen in the 
immigration line saving me from those two cab drivers? 


Were they even cab drivers? 


| figured all that Russia stuff in the news was just clickbait to 
scare people and drive page views up so online “news” sites 
could collect the ad revenue. 


Maybe | underestimated how serious it is here. 
Maybe | underestimated how hot a Russian guy could be too. 


Most of the Russians on my flight were wearing Adidas 
tracksuits and speaking in that lacerating way that Russians 
do. | swear their words can be like knives to your ears when 
you hear the harsh language especially when used by 
taciturn people. 


And what was up with people opening small plastic 
containers of pickles and hard-boiled eggs on the flight? | 
Swear a couple babushkas were pulling sardines out of | 
don’t even know where... with their fingers! | literally saw 
one lady and at first | thought she was nervous and then | 


realized she must have had some sort of container in her 
purse and was trying to avoid being found out. So weird. 


After a long, hot shower, | do some Googling about crime in 
Moscow. As expected there’s a ton of mafia stuff and alsoa 
lot of KGB stuff. Whatever's going on here seems organized 
and well thought out, almost like what happened at the 
airport. 


It’s like those two cab drivers both knew | was coming, but 
they were competing factions. 


| read some more and see that Russia nearly had more 
murders than Colombia and Iraq combined just a couple 
years ago. 


Factoring in the violence, the cold, the language, and the 
dreary architecture and you have a country where you pay a 
high price to live, let alone survive. Only cigarettes, vodka, 
and caviar are cheap, and as soon as you make any real 
money the mafia, which will almost always have government 
ties, shows up at your doorstep. 


Okay, so | need to be more careful and even though I’m 
twenty-one years old and will graduate college at the end of 
this month, my real life education has already started. 


| get in bed and prepare to make up the sleep | missed on 
the long flight over. 


| should be knackered, but for some reason | can’t sleep. | 
can only think of him. 


The tall, dark man in the impeccable suit who looked 
Russian, from what | could tell, but didn’t really sound it. 


When he handed me that pen | saw the ink on his hand and | 
thought about asking him about it, but then remembered 
that Russians don’t really talk to strangers. 


As a young woman who will be working in tech soon I’m 
definitely tatted up. Programmers were some of the first 
people who really went all in on the tattoo thing that’s 
become almost cliché at this point. IT people did it before it 
was Safe and socially acceptable. 


And the thoughts I’m having about him are far from socially 
acceptable right now. 


At college I’m surrounded by so many nerdy boys that would 
rather play video games and eat Cheetos all day long than 
lift a weight or strive to actually improve themselves. 


If | would have waited around for that guy at the airport, 
maybe | could have had him lifting me, in more ways than 
one. 


But that’s not gonna happen. Despite being surrounded by 
guys in a field of study and eventual career that’s still vastly 
male dominated, | haven’t had any experience between the 
sheets. | haven’t even let a guy see my body for that 
matter, and | won’t until I’ve met the one...and that’s not 
about to happen on a couple days visit to some foreign city. 


| take a few deep breaths and remind myself that even 
though I’ve just had a high stress situation, and it makes 
sense that it would make me have certain thoughts about 
the guy who certainly seemed to save me, it doesn’t mean 
I’m going to fall in love with him or anything ridiculous like 
that. 


Lust? Sure, maybe. 


Wanting to blow off some steam in a physical manner? | can 
understand that, but | don’t do that. Never have and never 
will. It’s not me. 


But without him there, there might not have been a me at 
this point. Who knows where those guys wanted to take me 
and what they would have done to me when they got me 
there. 


I’ve seen Taken and Hostel and movies like that, and just the 
thought of it happening to me has me pulling the covers up 
and over my head. 


| just wish | could have one more face-to-face with that guy, 
to thank him. 


That’s all | want...to thank him. 


If | keep telling myself that | just might believe it. 


CHAPTER 5 


Ivan 


| tip back my Beluga vodka on the rocks and stare out the 
massive windows at Moskva River from my seat at the 
Aquarium Hotel bar. 


Unlike bars in the west, Russian bars generally have tables 
with the idea that people don’t mingle with anyone they 
didn’t come with. This place is no exception. 


There are a bunch of Ikea style tables, aligned perfectly like 
some Russian mathematician was in charge of decorating 
the place, and then the gunmetal gray “bar” at the end. 


But what’s not here is her. 


| look at my cloned phone of hers and | can tell she’s in the 
hotel, although | don’t Know which room... yet. 


She’s connected to the hotel Wi-Fi and she hasn’t put the 
phone in airplane mode yet, then again not everyone takes 
this step to avoid nuking their brains overnight when they 
leave a fully connected phone lying inches from their head 
while they sleep. 


It’s my second drink and | decide to humor myself a bit, and 
let the staff get accustomed to seeing my face so they see 
me as a friendly guy who they know, and not some stranger 
when the time comes for a little social engineering, also 
known as a psychological manipulation of people into 
performing actions or divulging confidential information. 


“Can | get a refill?” | ask as | stand at the bar. 


“Yes. Certainly. Please. To your chair and we will bring 
you.” 


| almost want to laugh at the curt tone of his voice, 
remembering how it is here in Russia, but | hold back. 


“Need to stretch my legs. l'Il just stand here if you don’t 
mind,” | say, bellying up to the “bar.” 


“As you wish.” 


Less than a minute later and the vodka slides past my lips 
and I’m reminded of just how good vodka can be here, and 
why it’s called vodka in the first place. If you believe vodka 
actually originated in Poland, which scholars often do, but 
thanks to hundreds of years of marketing, most don’t, then 
vodka means “to burn.” 


If you believe vodka is Russian, then the translation would 
be more akin to “little water.” 


Either way you slice it, this little water does have a bit of a 
burn, but not when you tip back the top shelf stuff. It’s easy 
to see why you can drink it down like water. 


What I'd really like to drink down right about now is her. 


My dick is hard knowing she’s somewhere in this hotel, likely 
in the shower or in her bed... all alone, without me. 


If | had her room number I could easily clone a key and walk 
right into her room. 


But I’m not a creep. That’s not the way | operate. 


I’m here to put myself in her path and to let things happen 
naturally, naturally being a concept very much open to 
personal interpretation at this point. 


At this point in the evening the bar is completely empty, just 
me, the bartenders and the sterile space devoid of 
personality. 


The events from the airport replay over and over in my 
mind. 


I'd done everything perfectly. | waited for her before 
immigration, which was key, so that | could get my Wi-Fi 
hotspot access point close enough to her so that the signal 
would easily show up as her first option. 


That was good. 


But what wasn’t good, and what | hadn’t expected, or at 
least not so soon, were those two goons pretending to be 
cab drivers. 


The one that looked the part while the other was pretty 
suspect. 


Thank god | was there to deal with them or else I’d have a 
mess on my hands right now and she wouldn’t be mine, 
she’d be someone else’s. 


“You are trying to break bar?” the bartender says. 
“Sorry,” | say, not realizing my free hand was grabbing the 


steel edge of the bar, giving it a white-knuckle grip as every 
muscle in my body flexed at the thought of another man, 


one of those cab drivers or whoever they worked for, having 
her right now. 


And if those men would have taken her? Dead. All dead 
men. 


| slam the vodka and pound the glass on the bar, but the 
bartender doesn’t make eye contact at my over the top 
gesture that’s lacking in manners even at this hour ina 
place that’s devoid of other patrons. 


“Another,” | say. 


He pours the next as if my order was the most natural thing, 
not even thinking of cutting me off. 


I’m not drunk even though I rarely drink. This premium 
vodka is filtered beyond belief. That and the fact that | 
exercise every morning and eat a healthy diet means my 
body is very efficient at processing alcohol in those rare 
moments when | do indulge. 


How I'd like to indulge in her, all of her. 


What I feel for her isn’t just a physical thing. It’s more, so 
damn much more. 


| want her in every way. | want to fill her with my seed and 
breed her forever, filling the house we will share with our 
babies. 


| Knew we had common interests such as computers and 
traveling, and that was enough to get this whole process 
started. 


But when | saw her for the first time, everything increased 
ten fold, hell a million fold. 


That’s when | knew this was more than “just” my plan, and 
was all about us. 


She’s perfect for me in every way. No woman has ever made 
me feel this way about her and no one else ever will. I’ve 
seen a lot in my forty-two years, but I’ve never seen 
anything, or anyone, like her. 


She’s one of a kind and she will be mine. | will not stop until 
| have her, and I’m going to use my cunning and smarts and 
make her think the entire thing was her idea. 


There’s smart and than there’s clever. In this case l'Il need 
to be both. 


The barman hands me another glass and | take it in my 
hand, turning it and seeing how crystal clear it is...just like 
the clarity of the rock that I’m going to put on her finger one 
day...Soon. 


Out of the corner of my eye | see a woman standing at the 
bar and she’s speaking to the barman. 


Using my peripheral vision | can see that she’s in a dark 
business suit with her hair up and has a look about her that 
tells me maybe she works here. She appears to be about my 
age and the barman maybe closer to twenty-five. The way 
he stands erect and his body language tells me that my 
guess that she is in a managerial capacity is probably 
correct. 


“Good evening,” she says, turning to me in yet another 
Russian accent with an American English twist. It doesn’t 


sound like she’s studied abroad though. It sounds more like 
an American who learned Russian, and now uses it on a daily 
basis picking up the little quirks that carry over into her 
native tongue, than the other way around. 


“Evening,” | say turning to her. 
“Everything okay?” she asks. 


“Excellent. The barman is fantastic and the vodka 
excellent.” 


“Glad to hear you’re enjoying your evening,” she says. 


| would be enjoying it a lot more if this woman was the real 
woman | wanted, the one who’s still up in her room. It 
reminds me that my clone of her phone is in my suit pocket 
and | haven’t checked it in a few minutes. | could easily pull 
it out now and no one would have a clue that it wasn’t really 
mine, but there’s no point in risking it. lII just wait until she 
leaves. | turn my head back around, facing forward. 


“In town for the conference?” she asks. 


Apparently she isn’t planning on leaving just yet, and didn’t 
seem to correctly interpret my body language. 


At this point | would normally just politely excuse myself, I’m 
not interested in her. | only have eyes for one woman and 
she’s up in her room, not in the hotel bar. 


But this woman’s persistence, a random woman that showed 
up out of thin air, combined with what happened at the 
airport is telling me to let this conversation run a little 
longer and see if the two are somehow connected. | get the 
feeling there is some sort of puzzle unfolding in front of my 


eyes and the more pieces | have the better chance | have of 
putting the thing together. 


There’s no way she’s going to try and pick up a guy at her 
own hotel in front of her employee, so | don’t have to 
concern myself with that angle at all. “Slut shaming” is 
huge in Russia, and there’s just no way she’d put herself in a 
position to be water cooler fodder. 


“Yeah, guessing a lot of the other guests here this evening 
are as well. The event got so big they had to relocate from 
the World Trade Center to Crocus,” | reply. It’s always 
strange to me that so many cities have a “World Trade 
Center,” although I’m not sure why. 


“So you must be a regular attendee if you know they 
moved.” 


“First time,” | say. Where in the hell is she going with this? 


“Please excuse my directness, but you seem a bit old to be 
an attendee. You must be presenting?” 


“Taking part in whatever the next couple days has to offer,” | 
serve back over the net to her in this suddenly verbal game 
of tennis. 


“Oh.” She pauses sounding a bit surprised that | don’t seem 
too keen on feeding her easy lobs of information. “It seems 
dangerous to just come here all by yourself and with no 
plan...unless you have friends at the conference, as | know 
many guests wait eagerly all year for that one chance to see 
all their foreign mates.” 


Mates. She clearly knows I’m not British or Australian. 
Whatever she’s after she’s trying to play a bit dumb now not 


to appear to threatening or too knowledgeable. I’m clearly 
not buying it. 


“What do you mean?” 


| look back over just in time to catch the expression on her 
face which tells me she realizes she’s pounced a little too 
fast and a little too hard and now she’s trying to look relaxed 
as she feigns understanding of the meaning to her words... 
the meaning which she knowingly put there. 


“You're right.” She smiles. “What kind of threat could a 
bunch of mostly guys hunched over computers in dark, cool 
rooms really pose.” 


| look back forward and take a sip of my drink, latching on to 
two words she said. “Mostly guys.” 


“Or maybe I’m being naive,” she continues unprovoked. 
“Maybe they’re more dangerous than we know these days. | 
mean there was the whole election meddling thing and | 
think that supposedly came from Russia, or was it 
Romania?” 


Her attempt to extract information has become desperate 
and downright sloppy at this point. She’s dropped the whole 
“mates” angle, geared towards the U.K. and its 
commonwealth countries, and just went straight for the 
jugular as if I’m American...or my woman is. 


“Yeah, | think that did originate in Russia,” | say. 
A moment passes before her hand on the far side of her 


body slowly slides into her pocket, trying to conceal her 
movements from me. 


Is this woman going for a gun? 


My back straightens and | change the stance of my feet, 
preparing to use my martial arts training to disarm her if her 
arm makes a sudden movement. 


“Look at that,” she says, as her phone beeps very loudly, 
obviously the result of her hitting a button herself. “That 
must be my husband messaging me to get home.” She 
turns to me. “Nice to meet you,” she says abruptly as she 
quickly turns and walks toward the doors of the hotel which 
will lead her out into the night. 


“There are better women in Russia, anyways,” the bartender 
says, finally deciding to actually initiate conversation. 


“What’s her name?” | ask. 
“| don’t know.” 
“She doesn’t work here?” 


“No. | never see her before,” he says. “Maybe some married 
woman looking for new man.” 


She wasn’t married. There was no ring on either hand. 
Americans wear their wedding rings on their left hands and 
Russians, and Orthodox countries, on their right. She didn’t 
even have a pale ring where it might have been after years 
of not receiving sun, even at this latitude. 


“Why did you straighten up when you spoke to her?” 
“I thought she was U.S.A. embassy person here in Russia. | 


want to make good impression. My boss will be happy if we 
get business like this.” 


“You thought she was with the American embassy?” 
“She has that way about her, you know?” 
“I'll be back in a second to settle my tab.” 


“I can charge to your room,” he says, but I’m already out of 
my seat, through the lobby and out the door. 


A solid thirty seconds or more must have passed and | 
expect her to be gone, but | see her there by the curb 
waiting. A Russian woman would not wait for her man at the 
curb. She’d wait for his call and then come out when he’d 
already arrived. 


| take a step towards her and suddenly a man in a Suit steps 
in front of me. “Excuse me, can you tell me where the 
Aquarium Hotel is?” 


“Right in front of you, buddy,” I say. Wait. This guy’s 
American. 


| side step him but he steps back in front of me again. 


| grab his arm moving him away, but just as | do | feel the 
cold, steel, muzzle of a gun pointed into my side. 


“Maybe you can escort me. | don’t want to get lost along the 
way.” His tone sounds more direct, sinister, and although 
I’m not sure he actually has the balls to pull the trigger I’m 
also not willing to try and find out. It’s amazing how quickly 
things change when you’ve finally found the woman of your 
dreams. My risk tolerance has suddenly dropped 
precipitously. 


“Which way was it again?” he asks, taking my arm in his free 
arm like he’s my fucking prom date. 


| watch as a car suddenly does arrive and the woman steps 
inside...the back. She doesn’t get in the passenger side like 
she would if that was her supposed husband, but | already 
knew she didn’t have a husband coming to get her. 


“Oh, | think I see it now,” the man says as he looks up at the 
sign proclaiming the hotel’s name. “I can manage the rest 
of the way.” 


He gives me a shove and then turns and walks off in the 
opposite direction. 


There was no way he wanted to get any closer to the hotel, 
not with the security cameras lining the front. 


And there’s no way I’m letting these thugs get to my 
woman. I’m her protector and | will protect her at all costs, 
including with my life. 


CHAPTER 6 


Ivan 


I’m back in the hotel bar first thing in the morning, but this 
time with a black coffee, newspaper and sunglasses. 


Last night was rough, and not because of the alcohol. 


| was glued to the phone, waiting on her to move. Hell, even 
just going to get ice for her room would have been a victory. 


Then it occurred to me she might have set an alarm for the 
morning, and | realized she had, which allowed me to lie 
down and go to sleep... if you call tossing and turning all 
night sleeping. 


I’ve been here in the bar a full hour, choosing a table where 
the sunrise comes directly behind me so that if anyone looks 
my way they'll be blinded by the sun and just make out the 
shape of a big guy in black, not an uncommon occurrence at 
all in this country. | slouch in my chair so I’m less gigantic 
than normal and wait...stalk... prepare for her arrival. 


And after an hour of fantasizing about her, imaging what it 
would be like to wake up next to her every morning for the 
rest of our lives...imaging her lathering up the soap in her 
hands and running it along her perfect body...imaging her 
Sliding into her lacy panties in that fresh, straight from the 
shower look, showcasing her natural beauty...she arrives. 


| lower the paper more than I should and lower my head, 
giving me the perfect angle to take in the sight of her. 


Damn how I wish | wasn’t wearing these sunglasses, but 
they’re necessary. 


| check my cloned phone and make sure | have the 
microphone enabled. Check. 


“Good morning,” she says to the hotel receptionist, the tiny 
earbud in my ear picking up the sound, my cock twitching at 
the sound of her voice. It’s been too damn long since | 

heard the angelic notes of her words. “Could you please tell 
me the quickest way to get to the Crocus Expo?” 


“Sure,” the young man says, smiling at her. Damn, | want to 
rip his throat out for the way he’s looking at her. He thinks 
he’s got a chance? No fucking way. 

| try and take some deep breaths to calm down, but it’s not 
working. Watching this boy as he basically flirts with her is 
pissing me the fuck off. 

But she doesn’t respond. 

That’s right buddy. She’s mine and she knows it. 

He draws her a little map, and I’m damn near at the edge of 
my patience, ready to go over there and spell it out to him. 
She’s M-I-N-E. 

“Will you be joining us for breakfast?” the man asks. 


“No, I’m not hungry.” 


“Okay, let me cross you off the list then. What room are you 
in?” 


“Two twenty-three,” she says. 
Jackpot. 


“Great. Have a nice time at the expo,” he says as he makes 
a mark on a piece of paper on his clipboard. Finally she’s 
free of him and she makes her way through the lobby and to 
the door, my eyes tracking her like a heat-seeking missile. 


Heat is exactly what she makes me feel. | stick my first 
finger inside my shirt collar and try to create some space. 
Damn I’m hot as hell right now. 


| pretend to stretch my back, grabbing the table and turning 
away from her and holding it briefly, and then turn in the 
other direction, and stay locked in place as if this side of my 
back is tighter. 


Truth be told, I’ve never felt better. That only increases as 
she steps out into the morning and the wind catches the 
bottom of her white lacy dress and sends it blowing in such 
a feminine way. Then | watch as her black hair glides off her 
shoulders, exposing her swan-like neck and her delicate 
frame. She may be delicate, but she’s no pushover. She 
walks with a sense of purpose and the fact that she has a full 
sleeve on her left arm shows me that she can tolerate pain. 
That’s a lot of ink, and | wonder if she has more. 


The sun hits her dress just right and makes it slightly 
transparent, allowing me to see her full outline, including 
that juicy ass as her hips sway from side to side. 


| grit my teeth and my grip on the table tightens. Damn she 
looks so good. | want to taste her, be inside her, own her. 
And | will. 


But if | can see what I’m seeing then other men can as well, 
and that pisses me the fuck off. 


Luckily it’s still early and she’s making the twelve-minute 
walk by herself. At her pace she'll probably make it in eight. 


But why is she alone? She’s not afraid after what happened 
yesterday? 


| want to escort her, be with her, and inside her, always, but 
not yet. The time isn’t right. 


As she turns the corner and goes out of sight | straighten my 
body and go back to reading my paper. 


Fifteen minutes later | settle my bill and head to the 
receptionist desk, asking the same question she asked. The 
boy treats me much differently, which only confirms he was 
hitting on her, which confirms the thoughts | had of ripping 
him in two, but | stick to the plan. 


He gives me the directions and just as he finishes I thank 
him and take a fake call from my phone, which | make sure 
he sees. 

| walk outside the hotel and down the street. 

It’s been thirty minutes, which has given my voice imprint 
software enough time to clone her voice from this morning 
when she spoke to the receptionist. 


| pull out another phone and dial the hotel. 


A woman picks up. Fuck! I hang up immediately and call 
back a minute later. 


It’s the boy. The same boy. 


“Hi, l'm in room 223. | just spoke to you about... fifteen 
minutes ago about directions to the expo center,” | speak 
into the phone, my voice being sent into the software and 
her voice being kicked out. There’s just a slight delay, but 
the technology is amazing. | can hear myself of course, but | 
also hear her voice coming out. It’s the weirdest thing 
because when | hear her voice | can’t concentrate, it has a 
pull on me. Plus it’s coming a couple seconds after | speak it 
so it’s like I’m repeating myself...in a woman’s voice. It’s 
why people on the radio always remind callers to turn down 
their radios at home when they call in and are on the air. 


“Right. Did you find it okay or do you need me to come 
escort you?” he jokes. Yeah, the joke is gonna be on him real 
soon. 

“Could you please make a spare copy of my key for my 
colleague? | forgot some things and he needs to grab them, 
and will bring them back later, but before | get back.” 

“Your colleague?” 


“Yeah, he’ll be a tall handsome guy named Ivan Volkov,” | 
add just for a nice punch in the gut to this kid. 


“Oh,” he says. “Yes, | can.” 
“Thank you,” | say and hang up. 
Dickhead. 


Five minutes later and I’m back in the hotel with a key to her 
room, which | easily picked up from the front desk. 


The conference is about to start so most of the guys who are 
attending are scrambling to exit their rooms and get over to 
the event, which just causes more confusion in the hallways. 


| slide the keycard into room two twenty-three and the green 
light lights up. 


And...1’m in. 


CHAPTER 7 


Willow 


| look back over my shoulder one more time before | walk 
into the expo center. 


| could have sworn | saw him sitting in the hotel lobby this 
morning reading a newspaper. 


Just the sight of him had me trembling, had my mind moving 
in every direction but the right way as | was practically 
paralyzed until finally | was able to walk out of the hotel. 


My plan had been to catch a cab or Uber, but after the 
receptionist told me how close the Crocus Expo was | 
thought it would be a good idea to get some exercise and 
some fresh morning air. 


Then | saw him, my dark protector. 


| thought if | walked maybe I’d catch him following me, 
watching over me. | looked over my shoulder more than a 
few times but | never caught a glimpse of him. 


| didn’t need to see him to know he was there. | could feel 
him. Perception is reality, right? Even if he wasn’t there... 
even if that wasn’t him in the lobby, my mind says it was 
and | felt safer and more terrified at the same time as | made 
the walk. 


| enter the expo center and the first thing | see is a guy 
wearing an “itsbeta” shirt. | get the tech joke, a reference to 


a beta version of a product launch or release where the 
product is launched outside the organization that created it 
for the very first time. After beta, and all the problems are 
worked out, the product can be released to the public in its 
final form. 


And therein lies my problem. So many of the guys in my 
generation are “in beta” their entire lives, never seeming to 
take the steps necessary to work out the steps required to 
leave adolescence and finally become a real man. 


Especially guys in tech. Sitting at computers all day gives 
them sallow complexion, hunched backs, and feminine 
voices from all the sugary, and soy products they consume. 
There’s even science that’s finally starting to back this up, 
and a big part of me wants to “back up” into a time when 
men were real men, not like how things are today. 


But him. This man I keep having these “accidental” run-ins, 
and sightings of... it can’t be accidental anymore, can it? 


| mean, sure, maybe he’s in town for this same event and 
maybe he just happened to be on a flight that landed 
around when mine did, or maybe he was even on my exact 
flight. | guess that would make sense. | approached him 
first regarding the pen. The only time he really entered my 
universe was when he helped me, but the way with which he 
delivered such swift violence was shocking and the more | 
think about it... arousing. 


Oh my gosh. | shake my head and try and focus on the 
event. I’m looking forward to all the challenges. Hacking is 
a good thing, just as much as the media makes it sound 
bad. Bad sells newspapers, good doesn’t. It all depends on 
the person and what they’re doing with the knowledge 
they’ve obtained. 


| love programming, solving problems, which probably stems 
from my early years when | was addicted to language 
learning and solving puzzles. Code is really just a language, 
and when you get it right it plays like a beautiful song, 
especially to the one who wrote it. 


The next time | see that guy, if | do again and this isn’t just 
my mind playing tricks on me, I’m going to write down 
something | never have for a boy before. 


My phone number. 


And this will be the first time I’ve ever been the pursuer 
because he’s not a boy, he’s a man...a real man. 


They say women love a man who knows what he wants and 
isn’t afraid to get it or be apologetic in his pursuit. 


For the first time in my life it really makes sense, because 
this is the first time I’ve ever experienced what it feels like 
to be in the presence of a real man. 


And | have to know more about him, and I’m even willing to 
hack my way towards finding out...if he doesn’t just 
magically appear yet again. 


Is it fate? | don’t know, but something’s definitely going on, 
and speaking of going on I’m going to have to go back to my 
room and change my panties at the intermission if | can’t 
get him out of my mind. 


| need all of my brain’s “computing power” today. | can’t be 
distracted by Mr. Tall Dark and Handsome. 


If only | Knew where he was or how to find him. 


CHAPTER 8 


Ivan 
| open my bag and get to work. 


The first thing | set on the table is another phone I'd 
programmed which would receive rerouted calls, but 
realized | wouldn’t need. My plan was to record a message 
that said, “Yes, this is Willow,” followed by a pause and then, 
“Yes, it’s okay. Please give him the key. Sorry I’m in a hurry. 
Have to run. Thank you.” 


| probably should have used it, but that’s no matter now. 


| quickly install tiny pinhole hidden cameras throughout her 
room, and one pointed right towards her safe, which she’s 
already accessed. 


When she types in the combination I'll easily be able to see 
it from the multiple angles | have set up. 


As expected, she didn’t take her laptop with her this 
morning as the first part of the conference is mostly a 
welcome, meet and greet, and some presentations. 


| know this because I’m due to be onstage in thirty minutes. 
| have to work fast, and | do. This comes second nature to 
me, not because I’ve ever done something quite like this but 
I am a cyber security expert. Practicing it in this way gives 
me a rush | shouldn't be experiencing as it’s not exactly 
right, but | have to keep her safe from all the weirdoes out 
there in the world. 


| install a backdoor on to her computer that connects out to 
a separate computer that | control. It allows me to execute 
commands on her computer and | can not only see all her 
files, but literally see everything on her screen as it happens 
in real time. 


The keylogger I’ve installed also records every keystroke, 
which registers as an “event” in computer terms. Any site 
she visits and enters a password or credit card information... 
I’ve got it. 


And that’s one of the ways I’m going to get what | really 
want. 


Her...and who’s at the bottom of these not so random 
strange people that seem so interested in what’s mine... her. 


CHAPTER 9 


Willow 


“Our first guest soeaker needs no introduction,” the mc of 
the conference says as | take my seat. 


“He’s the head of one of the world’s leading cyber security 
companies and he’s here today to talk about protecting 
ourselves from the wrong kinds of people. I’m very pleased 
to start the conference off with our keynote speaker, Mr. Ivan 
Volkov.” 


The minute he steps up on stage my jaw drops. 
“It’s him,” | say softly. 


“Yes, he is very famous and successful man,” a Russian 
hacker kid next to me says, fanboying out almost as much 
as | am, but for different reasons altogether I’m sure. 


For the first time | get a long, hard look at him. He’s the 
speaker on stage so | have every right to stare, and stare | 
do. 


He’s tall, very tall, as | already knew, but seeing him on 
stage makes him seem almost larger than life. 


He’s wearing a perfectly fitted dark suit in what appears to 
be a lightweight wool. Based on the cut and the fit and this 
man’s profile and demeanor I’m guessing it’s Italian. There’s 
no way | can see him accepting anything less than the best 
in life. 


He has a light beard, perfectly trimmed, but it doesn’t look 
exactly perfect, if that makes sense. It’s as if everything is 
just...so perfect, yet it all got that way without an ounce of 
effort on his part. | can imagine he dresses like this every 
day and looking this amazing is something he doesn’t even 
realize, it’s just a part of who he is and something that takes 
no more than twenty minutes each morning. 


“Good morning,” his gravelly, matter of fact, deep timbre 
booms out. Is he even using the microphone? It sounds way 
to natural. | don’t see a microphone and it doesn’t sound 
like it’s coming from a lapel mic either. Oh my god, how 
alpha is he? 


“Thank you all for joining us at the ninth annual Positive 
Hacker Days,” he begins, but | don’t hear a single word after 
that. 


| watch as he effortlessly glides across the stage, sometimes 
stopping in various places. His movements are always slow 
and controlled, and his voice controls everything. He 
doesn’t move his hands at all, and no way in hell does he 
put them in his pockets. 


I’m so used to the Western way where everything seems to 
be coming at you a million miles an hour...noise, lights, 
clickbaity titles, quick cuts when it comes to video, basically 
scientific tricks to hypnotize you into consuming content. 


This man does all that with a smoky voice that booms from 
deep in his throat and the finest suit money can buy, which 
is perfectly contoured to his wide, perfectly parallel 
shoulders that taper down to a physics defying waist. This 
guy has a V-shape like I’ve never seen. 


Computer people can be pretty scientific and nerdy to say 
the least, and in addition to computers | also like biology. | 
remember reading about natural selection, sexual mating 
strategies, how humans think they choose their partners 
while in reality the whole thing happens emotionally and not 
intellectually, and survival of the fittest...including our 
offspring. 


This man is definitely fit and would definitely give our 
offspring the best chance of succeeding in life, that is 
without question. 


He checks all the boxes and then some physically, and then 
circles back to round out the package with what I’m 
guessing is a bank account with a lot of zeros to the right of 
some pretty big numbers in the balance column. 


Cyber security pays better each and every year, especially 
in light of how important it is these days and how much of 
our world, including things like traffic lights and power grids 
run on systems that are surprisingly easy to hack. 


In 2006, a pair of LA traffic engineers hacked traffic lights to 
cause a gridlock as part of a labor protest...and that’s just a 
very small and simple example. 


But when my eyes drift down to his thighs | can see there’s 
nothing small about this Mr. lvan Volkov. Wow, even his 
name sounds half superheroish and half villain. 


And judging by the size of the bulge in his pants he’s 
probably pretty super in the bedroom too. 


His suit pants aren't tight by any stretch of the imagination, 
thankfully because | get enough of that from the skinny 
jeans the hipster boys wear in college, but when he moves 


across the stage the fabric moves too, giving me an outline 
of his monstrous man meat. 


| can’t help but imagine him inside me, even though there’s 
no way | could take everything he has to offer. | think my 
dildo is at best three quarters of what he’s packing, and the 
package my dildo came in said XL! 


Even though I’m not picking up his words because I’m so in 
awe of him, my brain is processing some things in the 
background, such as the fact that he has a Russian accent, 
but he does use contractions. 


He either lives abroad or does a lot of international business, 
which would make sense. It would also make sense that we 
met the way we did at the airport, even though this is our 
fourth encounter in the barely half a day I’ve been in the 
country, and most of that time was spent sleeping. 


Well, | won’t be sleeping tonight with the thoughts I’m going 
to have about him, that’s for sure. 


His speech comes to an end and he opens the floor up to 
some Q&A. A few of the speakers ask questions in Russian, 
which he fluently answers and the screen off to the side of 
the stage displays a translated answer in English. 


Then some other attendees ask in languages | don’t even 
recognize. 


Then it hits me. 
After Gal Godot’s performance in Wonder Woman she was 


everywhere. | remember reading about her as she, and her 
character, were inspiring, especially to a nerd like me. 


There was an article on some website, I think Mosaic 
Magazine, where a rabbi mentioned something to the fact 
that, “When we speak a foreign language, our accent is 
determined by the sounds that our native language does or 
doesn’t have.” 


The words he uses to answer this question appear to be 
articulated at the back of his mouth, or the top of his throat, 
with a slight vibration or trill of the uvula. 


It almost seems like, as is the case with Gadot, he’s speaking 
Hebrew. 


So | know he speaks Russian, English, and possibly Hebrew... 
three languages that are not at all related. It’s not like he 
speaks three romance languages where one can often be 
learned quickly after mastering the first. 


This man is incredible and has my brain just as engaged as 
he does my body. 


The second his Q&A session ends, the mc announces there 
will be a fifteen minute intermission. 


| rush from my seat to the stage where there’s already a line 
of people looking to speak with him and even get his 
autograph. What in the world? 


| watch as he meets with each person briefly, holding strong 
eye contact and being a great listener. I’m very impressed. 


The line moves swiftly and before | know it I’m next. 
My senses are on alert and | can smell his scent from five 


feet away. He smells like the wind through a forest on a 
crisp autumn day, with a hint of mahogany sawdust. 


Strangely enough | know as I’ve tinkered with things and 
built things from an early age, which is probably why | 
became so fascinated with technology as it’s always 
evolving and new things are coming online every day. 


The boy in front of me gets an autograph and then steps to 
the side, pumping his fist, just before he takes a selfie 
although Ivan isn’t even watching... because his eyes 
instantly lock on mine and my whole body freezes in place. 


He steps toward me and his hand reaches out towards my 
arm. My entire body anticipates the touch of his big mitt, 
but before he makes contact he stops, just short. 


“L..L.. hello,” | say. 
“Hello...again,” he says. 


| take a deep breath and steel myself. I’m not about to act 
like some babbling girl right now. In order for him to respect 
me at all | need to present myself properly, like an adult with 
a backbone, even though thoughts of him throwing me onto 
my back on a nice soft bed are dancing through my brain. 


“| just wanted to thank you for what you did at the airport,” | 
Say. 


“Any man in this country would have done the same,” he 
says, his voice even sexier like a late night DJ when you’re 
standing less than a few feet in front of him. 


“But they didn’t and you did, so thank you.” 
“Moscow can be a dangerous city if you don’t know your way 


around. Are you here just for the conference or will you be 
doing some sightseeing?” 


“I'm here fora week. The conference and then just tourist 
things.” 


“Allow me to show you around then, if you don’t have plans 
already.” 


“You're from here?” 

“You could say I’m connected to the city and know it well.” 
“Okay,” | say. 

“Where are you staying?” 

Didn’t he see me this morning? 

“I'm over at the...I’m close by,” | say, remembering that no 
matter how someone looks on the outside you never know 
what’s going on inside their head. For all | know he could be 
a crazy Russian stalker. 


“I can pick you up after the event today.” 


“That would be great. How about we meet in front of the 
convention center?” 


“As you wish. How’s nineteen, | mean seven p.m. for you?” 
“Great. Thank you,” | say. 


“See you then,” he says, and I realize his hand is still inches 
away from my arm although he still hasn’t touched me. 


But if I’m not careful tonight, | might just lose myself and let 
him do a lot more than just touch me. 


CHAPTER 10 


Ivan 
Damn she is gorgeous. | haven’t stopped thinking about her 
since that moment after my speech. Scratch that. | haven't 
stopped thinking about her since the moment | laid eyes on 
her. 
And now it’s time to lay my eyes on her in a different way. 


| open the laptop in my room that’s a clone of hers... and | 
wait. 


Seconds turn to minutes and minutes turn to an hour. 
| pace the room, always keeping my eyes on the screen. | 
tap a key every few minutes so the computer doesn’t fall 


asleep and display the screen saver on my screen. 


Right now I’m showing nothing but black, meaning her 
computer is closed. 


But | doubt it will be that way for long, and when she opens 
it and connects to the Internet, it’ll be go time. 


Another fifteen minutes pass. | sit on the edge of the bed. | 
drink another glass of water. | do pushups...anything | can 
to make the time go faster. 


Until finally my screen lights up. 


| run to the chair at my desk and watch her. 


She fluffs her hair and looks so incredible. It’s amazing to 
watch someone when they don’t know they're being 
watched, when they’re their natural selves. She looks 
relaxed, but excited at the same time. 


And | quickly find out why when she leans forward in her 
seat and pulls up Google. 


The first thing she enters? 
My name. 
Fuck, that makes me so damn hard right now. 


I’ve got my computer set to split screen so | can both watch 
her through her laptop’s camera and also see what her 
screen is displaying. Thankfully | remembered to disable the 
light on her computer, which shows the camera is running. 
She has no idea it’s on right now. And now people know why 
Mark Zuckerberg keeps tape over both his camera and his 
mic jack. Former FBI Director James Comey also tapes over 
his laptop camera. Coincidence? Hardly. 


I’m reminded of what Matthew Green, an encryption expert 
at Johns Hopkins University said when someone asked him 
why he doesn’t do the same. 


First he said, “Because I’m an idiot,” followed by, “I have no 
excuse for not taking this seriously... but at the end of the 
day, | figure that seeing me naked would be punishment 
enough.” 


And this is going to be punishment all right, because if she 
shows me her body at some point how will | be able to avoid 


running up to her room, dropping that reinforced steel door 
with a shoulder, and taking what’s mine? 


| watch as she reads a few articles about me, her eyes 
narrowing as she really studies them. They’re good 
articles...| should know, | wrote them for the magazines that 
published them. The “news” is little more than 
entertainment and propaganda these days, and although | 
don’t like it, it is what it is and I’m playing the hand I was 
dealt. 


All the information is completely true, and we do run a clean 
ship. But when you’re the best of the best you know how to 
get your most favorable articles ranked at the top of Google 
to present the best image of you in order to attract more 
clients, or in this case the woman of my dreams. 


Her hand moves to her head as she studies the words, before 
it moves to her jaw. The intensity with which she’s reading 
about me, studying me almost as much as I’m studying her, 
is a huge fucking turn on. 


My balls are aching and | have no choice but to undo my 
belt and open my fly. 


| lean back in my chair but the relief is short lived. Now that 
my dick isn’t caged in in my boxer briefs all | can think 
about is being inside her. 


My need is unlike anything I’ve ever experienced and the 
thought that I’m always in control, that I’m the one who 
never succumbs to emotional desires, pisses me off. She’s 
the only one who’s ever done this to me, ever made me feel 
this way. She’s reduced me to a grown man at a computer 
who's practically ready to jack off to Internet porn, 
something | don’t even watch. 


But this is as far from porn as you can get. This isn’t some 
San Fernando Valley production aimed at most men’s 
fantasies. 


Not even close. 


This is the real thing. A real woman with real beauty. My 
woman. And if anyone deserves to pleasure themselves to 
her, at least until I’m able to finally have the real thing, it’s 
me. 


My hand slides inside my boxers and | wrap my fingers 
around my cock, slowly stroking myself from root to tip. 
When my hand reaches the crown | can feel it’s already 
lubed up with precome, which just allows me to stroke even 
better. 


| lift my ass up off the seat and slide my underwear and suit 
pants down to my ankles, watching her. 


She’s reading from the top part of her browser window which 
is closest to the camera and it feels like she’s practically 
looking right into my eyes. 


“See what you make me do?” | say to her. “See how fucking 
hard you make me? See what you reduce me to...the control 
you have over me?” 


| stroke faster, and suddenly her seat slides back and she 
stands up, and walks away to the bathroom. 


“Fuck! Get back in the main room.” 


| didn’t put any cameras up in the bathroom as it wouldn’t 
be right, plus it would be too damn torturous to me. 


| hear the shower water turn on and know my chance has 
been missed, until she steps back out into the main room, 
looking through her suitcase. 


She picks out a pair of panties and | start beating my dick 
like it stole something, stroking with reckless abandon... my 
death grip on my rod as tight as possible. 


Then she reaches for the bottom of her dress and quickly 
pulls it up and over her head. 


“Oh fuck! Oh fuck, me!” | say as her hands move around 
behind her back and unclasp her bra. 


With my free hand | slam the computer shut just before a 
geyser erupts from my cock, the fucker’s so hard it’s 
pointing back at me and | shoot a huge load right over my 
shoulder and onto the wall a good three feet behind me. 


My stream is so powerful | hear it hitting the paint, like 
someone turned on a garden hose straight to the highest 
setting. 


My heart is pounding in my ribcage as | try and catch my 
breath. 


A minute passes, and then another and finally my head 
slumps forward, my chin finding my chest. 


Damn. | just couldn’t do it. It’s not right, which is a pretty 
fucked up thing to say based on what I’ve already done, but 
my conscious is clean. 


| waddle into the bathroom, my pants still at my knees and 
my crisp white dress shirt now with one shoulder covered in 


a cream color from the aftershocks. 


Damn, that was powerful. The amount of pressure | was 
holding inside wasn’t healthy. | can only imagine what’s 
going to happen the first time, of millions of times, that | 
finish inside her. 


I’m going to breed her so fast we'll be picking out baby 
names before we catch our breaths. 


| take a quick shower and go back to the computer. | open 
it, but don’t enable the remote camera access to her 
machine. 


Instead | run a script to see what’s going on with her 
machine. 


What the fuck? 

And now my fucked up behavior is justified. | see someone 
is trying to hack her machine. | pull up her command line, 
and type in code designed to prevent such an attack. The 
hackers get around it quickly, but they still haven’t accessed 
what they want. 

| run a more sophisticated script, and see that they’re stuck. 
“That’s right assholes! She’s mine.” 


That was never in question. 


But the question is who are these people that are messing 
with my woman? 


| run a traceroute back to their machine but they quickly 
drop their attempts and disappear into thin air. 


They know they’ve been seen, and they also know it wasn’t 
by her. 


All the work I did up to the point of the hack leaves no 
digital footprint, so in no way what | did makes what they 
were trying to do easier. 


But protecting her might have just gotten a lot more 
challenging now that they know someone else was on her 
machine, trying to keep them off. 


I’m up for the challenge, and I’m not going to stop 
protecting what’s mine until | get to the bottom of this...and 
know that she’s safe... forever. 


CHAPTER 11 


Ivan 


| approach the convention center at ten till seven to find her 
already standing in front. 


“Good evening,” | say. 

“Good evening.” 

“Ivan, by the way.” 

“Willow.” 

“Nice to meet you, Willow.” | pause for a second, seeing the 
lights from the expo hall from behind her lighting her up in 
an incredible way. Her light eyes are almost catlike in this 
moment and | feel my cock harden already. “Do you eat 
meat?” 


a Yes.” 


“Great. | know a nice place downtown where we can go. Let 
me just get us an Uber.” 


“I had a place in mind already,” she says. 
“Oh. Okay. Should I cancel the car?” 


“Yes, we can just walk there.” 


“The... hotel nearby?” | ask, almost slipping and revealing 
that | know the name, which might tip her off that | know 
more than I’m saying. 


“There’s actually a Carl’s Jr. very close by.” 


“Carl's Jr. The fast food place that’s also known as Hardee’s 
in some states in America?” 


“Yeah, that’s the one.” 


“| don’t feel very gentlemanly taking you to a place like 
that.” 


“It’s okay. I’m a burger and fries kind of gal anyways, and 
it’s close. It gives us a chance to walk a bit, which is good 
after being inside all day.” 


“Are you sure?” | ask, my eyebrow raising. 
“Absolutely. Let’s go,” she says. 


| am totally impressed. | don’t know any woman who would 
turn down a chance at the restaurant | picked out in the city 
center. Granted | didn’t tell her the name and being that 
she’s from abroad she probably wouldn’t recognize it, but 
still. 


But what really impresses me is that she’s smart. She’s not 
going to get into a car, especially one that I’m requesting. 
She’s also suggesting a place that will have food court style 
seating most likely, which means our meeting will be very 
public and without places for anyone to hide, unlike an 
unfamiliar restaurant which could be a setup. 


Either this girl has watched a lot of Italian mafia movies or 
she’s smart as a whip. I’m betting on the latter. 


It’s one thing to have beauty, which she possesses in 
Spades, and another thing to be smart. Often they are 
mutually exclusive, unfortunately. Not with her. And not 
only is she smart, but she’s clever, which is different than 
just being able to memorize things which unfortunately 
school systems in many countries reward as “smart” these 
days. 


We walk back towards the hotel and there’s a feeling inside 
me that | can’t remember the last time | felt. The feeling of 
being out on a date. Damn, it feels good, and it’s all 
because of her. 


But | have to stick to the plan. | have to know more about 
her, both what she wants me to know about her and what | 
want to know. 


To pull this off | have to get information out of her using 
more of a velvet glove approach, as is known in the 
intelligence community, not a stick. 


And that is my main question. 


What kind of “intelligence” does this girl have, and does she 
have intelligence on me? 


As | walked over to pick her up just now | thought about that 
script that was running on her computer. Those hackers 
were running scripts that I’ve often come across when 
surveying intelligence communities. This means it was 
likely one of three different sources. 


It could be the C.I.A., which wouldn’t come as a surprise 
especially considering the incident at the bar last night and 
the corresponding incident which happened outside of it. 


It could be the F.S.B., the principal security agency of Russia 
and the main successor agency to the USSR's Committee of 
State Security (KGB). 


Or it could be the S.V.R., which is tasked with intelligence 
and espionage activities outside the Russian Federation. 


And the biggest question, is she involved in any of this or 
simply the target? 


We exchange small talk as we make our way over to Carl’s 
Jr., which I still can’t believe is happening, and we order 
some burgers. 


This is about as American as life gets and | can’t help but 
laugh. 


“What’s so funny?” she asks. 


“This. Us. Here we are in Moscow eating at a popular 
American fast food burger joint.” 


“Do you have something against American food?” she says 
in a feisty manner. 


Damn, | like this. She’s got sounk and what appears to be 
pride in her country. Enough to work with their government 
spy agencies? Time to find out. 


“I like American food from time to time. I’m just a little 
surprised you turned down a fancier meal in a nicer place.” 


“I’m not motivated by money,” she says almost too quickly 
and too perfectly. 


In the intelligence game, the C.I.A. looks for four basic 
human motivators when they are trying to find intelligence 
sources. These motivators are described by the acronym 
M.I.C.E. 


An agent or recruit who is motivated by money, a venal 
person, will do anything for money, but sometimes enough 
money can also convince them to switch sides as well...and 
work for the highest bidder. So the Min M.I.C.E. is for 
money. My first question was designed to run right down 
the list and she batted that right down like a kitten pawing 
at a hanging string. 


The | is for Ideology. An ideologue, or more importantly 
someone who has lost faith in her ideology, or someone 
who’s “carrying a banner,” might do things that aren’t safe 
when it comes time to steal secrets. By asking me if | “have 
something against American food” she’s practically planting 
the seed, without my coaxing, that this isn’t the case. But 
often times someone who's this direct and aggressive, 
without provocation, is hiding their true feelings. Noted. 


The C in M.I.C.E is for conscious. Sometimes this kind of 
person has a cross to bear, and will take more risks with an 
unnatural disregard for his or her own safety. | don’t see 
that as the case, although she did come to Russia alone, on 
her own accord. 


The final letter of the acronym stands for ego, and this isa 
very strong one. It has everything to do with self-worth, and 
is often the driving motivator for me, and more so women 
these days. And that’s the one I’m most interested and can 


try and gather information on once I know her true goals and 
aspirations. 


“Nor am I motivated by money, but nice things are by 
definition... nice,” | say. 


The cashier calls our order number and | excuse myself to 
gather our food. 


| bring it back to our table and once we both get our burgers 
out and our fries salted and ketchup squirted on the wax 
paper we stare at each other in almost a stand off. 

“Bon appétit,” | say. 

“Bon appétit.” 

| forgot how good greasy burgers taste, even so I’d rather be 
tasting her lips. A bit of ketchup catches on her lower lip 
and now those sultry Carl’s Jr. commercials suddenly make 
sense, although none of those celebrity vixens can hold a 
candle to this girl, my girl. 


“What brought you all the way over to Moscow for this 
expo? Nota lot of people from outside the country attend.” 


“You attended and you’re not from here.” 


I smirk. Damn is she ever a firecracker. I’m up for a little 
verbal tennis if she wants to play. 


“Aren't I?” 


“Well your name is Russian but your company is Israeli. 
Israel has a population of over eight million yet the country 


is home to a core Russian-Jewish population of 900,000 and 
an enlarged population of 1,200,000.” 


“Someone has been doing their homework.” 


“It only makes sense in this day and age, especially 
considering what happened at the airport and how it was 
handled and who handled it. A girl can’t be too careful 
these days, not to mention we are at a hacker conference. 
I’m sure it’s in my blood as well as yours. So...what did you 
find out about me?” 


My dick is hard as a rock. | wouldn’t necessarily classify 
myself as a sapiosexual, but intelligence and the human 
mind are definitely one of the most sexually attractive 
features in the opposite sex, especially the way she is 
showcasing hers. 


“It’s not what I’ve found out about you... it’s the answers to 
the questions I’m still searching for.” 


“And how to do you plan to get those answers?” 


“You know if you put a‘Mr. Bond’ on the end of your 
sentences, I’m sure you could successfully audition for the 
next film in the James Bond franchise,” | say, taking a sip of 
my Coke, without ice, from the biggest waxed paper cup I’ve 
ever seen in my life. 


“They say spy craft is the world’s second oldest profession, 
and unlike the first I’m not trying to get fucked.” 


Damn, she has a dirty little mouth on her. I’m shocked at 
how hot she makes profanity sound. 


“Who said anything about sex?” 


“If anyone is sexually frustrated it’s you. No wives or known 
lovers yet you have all the money in the world and women 
lining up at your feet to please your every whim, yet you’re 
here, now, eating processed meat, and | don’t even know 
what they’re trying to pass off as French fries, and then 
washing it all down with carbonated high fructose corn 
syrup with me. So I| have to think the gossip mags have 
your motivation all wrong.” 


“Humor me, as | don’t read what others write about me.” 


“Some say you’re gay. Some say you’re asexual. Others say 
you’re the world’s most desirable bachelor.” 


“So I’ve got both spectrums covered.” 

“And most of the middle too.” 

And sliding my dick right down the middle of this tiny 
tornado’s tight little pussy is the only middle I’m thinking 


about right now. 


“And just what do you think you’ve gotten yourself in the 
middle of?” 


“| don’t know, and that’s what I’m trying to find out.” 

“So that makes two of us,” | say, taking a bite of my French 
fry realizing she’s right...1 don’t think there’s anything 
resembling a potato inside. The real question is what’s 
going on inside that sexy brain of hers? 


“Why don’t you go first?” 


“Why are Americans always in such a hurry to get what they 
want? It’s vulgar.” 


“Vulgar is the attempts by undercover intelligence agencies 
trying to pass themselves off as guest speakers out to help 
and inspire youth when they’re actually here to recruit for 
their own nefarious purposes.” 

“Oh I’m not here to recruit.” 

“Then why are you here?” 

“You.” 

Her French fry drops from her hand and her mouth hangs 
open. She quickly gathers herself and goes right back to 
grilling me. 

“How did you know | was coming?” 


“| saw the guest list.” 


“Why do you care about me? What made my attendance 
interesting to you?” 


“It doesn’t work like that. You get an answer and then | get 
an answer...a truthful one for a truthful one.” 


“How do I know you're not lying?” 
“How do I know you're not lying?” 
She says nothing. 


“So we either have to trust each other or not. Of course that 
could mean we both let our guards down and try and figure 


this out together, or one, or both of us, just plays a game 
passing off false information in the hopes of getting the real 
information we want, but | don’t see that happening.” 


“Why not?” 

“Because you’re much too clever for that.” 

“Flattery doesn’t work on me.” 

“Nor me, but I’m speaking in strictly practical terms. If | 
were to try and recruit you, as you say, for my company or 
for whatever nefarious purposes you think | have up my 
sleeve, and | do so using coercion you would only be 
resentful, brooding, and most likely prone to disinformation. 
So as you can see that approach would backfire instantly, 
and is a path | wouldn’t choose, especially with such a 
formidable adversary.” 

“Are we adversaries?” 


“Isn’t that what we’re both trying to find out? Friend or 
foe?” 


“And what conclusions have you drawn so far?” 


“That regardless of what you’re up to there will be only one 
outcome.” 


“Which is?” 


“| will have you...as mine.” 


CHAPTER 12 


Willow 


| enter my room and set the box of chocolates down on the 
table. 


After Carl's Jr. we walked off some of the calories and then 
stumbled upon a chocolate shop called French Kiss just 
around the corner, and promptly consumed some more. 


Ivan bought me a nice little gift box of chocolates 
specifically from Russia and then walked me back to the 
hotel. 


The strange thing was he never touched me once all night. 
He didn’t even try and kiss me, which was shocking after his 
comment about having me as his. 


| just brushed it off at the time and guided the conversation 
to more casual things. 


We were getting too heated in our attempts at figuring out 
what was going on underneath the surface when it came to 
the other person. 


One thing that we learn in cyber security is that the cyber 
battlefield has replaced old-school espionage, and 
espionage doesn’t have to be like what you see on TV. 


In reality it’s a simple as stealing credit card information, as 
in the case of the big Equifax hack not long ago. 


Sometimes credit card information is stolen with the intent 
to use the credit cards to buy things needed to commit 
crimes, but often it’s simply for soending sprees at the 
whims of the thief. 


Espionage is simply the act of obtaining confidential 
information without the permission of the holder of the 
information, which brings me to the question... what 
information does he have on me and what information can | 
gather on him? 


| flip open my computer and study his background some 
more. He’s such an interesting person and | have to remind 
myself that these high stress situations that are attracting 
me to him do not mean we are right for each other or that | 
should pursue anything with him. 


I mean, come on, I’m out of here in less than a week. What 
could ever happen between us? 


Yes, he’s incredibly handsome and cool under the pressure 
of not only my grilling questions, but everything really. 


He’s straightforward and seems to be honest, at least that’s 
what he wants me to think but | don’t see how he could 
carry on a charade so long, even if he was a professional. 


Every time he speaks that accent of his makes me want 
nothing more than to hear him say dirty things to me, all 
night long. 


But that’s not why I’m here. I’m here to learn and enjoy a bit 
of a quick vacation and then get back home and finish up 
my last couple weeks of school. Sure they’re meaningless as 
| already finished all my final exams and at this point | don’t 
think I technically even have to go back, but I’m always 


focused on doing things the right way and finishing what | 
started, even if it means just sitting on campus and going to 
the graduation ceremony. 


Not to mention I’m sure my mom wants to be there to 
witness me graduating from college. She doesn’t have a 
college degree so it means a lot to her, more than to me | 
think. 


And | owe her that. She’s done everything for me since dad 
up and left her just before she realized she was pregnant. 


She could have decided to terminate the pregnancy, but she 
didn’t. I’m forever thankful for that. She gave me a chance 
in this world, which always reminds me of something she 
said when | was a child. 


We went to a nursery to buy a simple pack of seeds. They 
didn’t even cost a single dollar. 


When we got home I dumped them out on the table and 
sorted through them. There were ten of them, as advertised, 
but two were in the poorest of conditions and didn’t look like 
they would amount to anything, if they even managed to 
break the surface. 


| asked my mother if | should throw them out and she said, 
“No. They all get a chance.” And as I’ve gotten older I’ve 
hung on to that. Everybody gets a chance, not matter how 
they look, where they’re from, or anything else. Everybody 
gets a chance...including this unique, yet strange, Russian 
man. 


He may be very hard to figure out, or maybe it’s just me 
looking for something that’s not there, but he’s proven 
himself with every interaction we’ve had. 


And most importantly I just can’t get him out of my head, 
and | know I never will. 


They say the most perfect love is the unrealized one. The 
one that’s just two ships passing in the night and the 
wonder of what could have been. It’s built on that instant 
attraction that sells billions of dollars worth of romance 
books every year...the ones that don’t always deal with the 
real ins and outs of everyday life. The stress of paying bills, 
raising a family the right way, heck even crossing the street 
these days can be a risky proposition in some places. 


And maybe that’s what he'll always be... this kind of man l'II 
never meet again, and will always wonder “what if.” 


But I’d rather live with that “what if’ than get tangled up in 
something that makes me regret ever getting involved in 
the first place. At least that way | may have missed out on 
the man of my dreams, but | wouldn’t be in some weird 
Russian jail being interrogated by a man who wasn’t who he 
appeared to be. 


But why? 
Why is he so interested in me in the first place. 


They say a good way to start a story is with a question. It 
hooks the reader and even if the story is bad they often keep 
reading, needing to have that loop closed...that question 
answered. 


I’m not sure if this is a bad dream or he represents all my 
dreams come true, but | do know that question is in my 
mind. 


Who is Ivan Volkov... really? 


And I’m afraid that just like a cat, curiosity might ultimately 
get the best of me. What happens next is anybody’s guess. 


CHAPTER 13 


Ivan 
No matter what | try | can’t fall asleep. 
All | can think about is her. 


The minute | dropped her off at the front of the hotel | circled 
around the block and then stood outside on the side of the 
building where her window faces. 


| counted the windows from the edge of the building until | 
knew | was looking up at hers like Romeo and Juliet, like 
Rapunzel, or Rudaba. This time it wasn’t words on a page 
from Shakespeare, or the Brothers Grimm, or Ferdowsi. This 
time it was real life, my life, and the life | wanted with her. 


Seeing her light on...seeing her shadow on the ceiling as she 
moved throughout the room. Damn, I was hard as a rock. 


| ran up to my room and unleashed a load as big as the first 
one, because this time | wasn’t just fantasizing about her on 
a computer screen. 


This time I’d just spent time with her, gotten to see who she 
really is as a person. And she is fucking amazing. 


Fantasy never matches reality... until now. 


And my fantasy of what she was really like was sky high, and 
damn if she didn’t only meet it but somehow exceed it. 


| just can’t get over how sharp she is, and that’s in addition 
to being the most beautiful woman on the planet. 


Unbelievable. 


But she better believe | was as serious as a heart attack 
when | told her she’s going to be mine. 


Mine and no one else’s. | don’t care if | have to move to 
Jupiter, Florida or Jupiter the fucking planet to be with her. 
l'II do whatever it takes. 


And right now nothing | do is helping me fall asleep. 


| grab my key from the desk and head outside for a walk. 
Maybe | can somehow tire myself out. 


| move at a brisk pace trying to get my heart going in the 
cool Moscow night, and an hour later I’m back in front of the 
hotel. 


| enter and the bar is completely empty, no weird Americans 
casing the place tonight it seems. Good. They’re fools if 
they think they can harm me or her. 


When | arrive at my room I put the key to the pad and the 
red light flashes. What the...? 


| try again and get the same result. 
Then it hits me. | picked up the key off the table and not the 
one that was in the slot that controls the electricity to the 


room. 


| took the key to her room, and not my own. 


Fuck! 


Everyone in the hotel is asleep at this hour so I’m the only 
one on their security cameras. 


| walk back outside and exit the property. 


Do | ask for a duplicate of my own room, after they’ve seen 
that | do have a key? | can’t say | lost it if they saw me. 


Ordol...? No, | can’t. | can’t go to her room. It’s not right. 


| walk back to the hotel grounds on the side her room faces, 
seeing her light go out just as | walk up. 


| wonder if she saw me. | wonder if now she’s the one 
watching me. 


Is she standing back from the window, hiding behind the 
curtains knowing I’m out here looking up at her? 


Knowing the need | have for her? 

Seeing what she does to me? 

I’m known for my impeccable manners but right now | swear 
| could whip my dick out and stroke it right here on the side 

of the hotel just knowing she’s up there in her bed. Knowing 
that she just laid down for the night. 


Fuck, maybe she’s not even wearing anything. 


My cock twitches, fighting against my clothes trying to 
break free. 


My heart is racing at the thought of what | want to do and 
my mind has no control over my actions anymore. 


| march right back into the hotel, get in the elevator, and hit 
the button for her floor. 


| take deep breaths in the elevator preparing for what | have 
to do. If there’s any indecision when it’s time to enter the 
security might pick up on it and come up to check. 


On the other hand if | do it slowly, like my soon to be loving 
wife, is asleep and | don’t want to wake her up, than 
everything should be fine. 


The elevator dings and | walk down the hallway like I’ve 
done it hundreds of times before. 


| feel my heart pumping in my chest with each footstep until 
I’m right in front of her door. 


| tap the keycard to the box below the handle and the green 
light appears and the lock disengages. 


| push the handle down and slowly open the door, not 
knowing if she’s going to be asleep or the coffee pot that 
comes complimentary in every room will come crashing 
down on my skull, or worst, gash my face. 

| stick my foot in and slowly inch inside. 


Nothing. 


| quietly shut the door, careful not to let the handle thud 
closed. 


Once the door is shut and the electronic noise is made 
letting me know it’s just the two of us locked inside, 
together, | freeze. 


And listen. 

| hear the light sound of someone sleeping and suddenly I’m 
glad we did have those greasy cheeseburgers, which 
apparently served as the best sleeping pill a few rubles 
could ever buy. 


| carefully slide out of my shoes and walk flat-footed into the 
room, where | see her. 


Even asleep she looks like an angel... my angel. 

The light sounds of her sleeping are almost a snore and it’s 
cute as hell. Cute...there’s a word that’s never entered my 
lexicon before, but then again she’d never entered my world 
before. 

Everything is different now. Everything. 

| just stand there a few feet from her bed watching her. If 
she wakes up for any reason I’m in deep shit, but I just can’t 
take my eyes of her. 


She’s so damn perfect. 


Suddenly she rolls over onto her side so that she’s facing 
me. My heart hitches in my chest. 


She mumbles something, but continues sleeping. 


| close my eyes and exhale slowly, and quietly, through my 
nose. 


All the blood in my body rushes from my head to my dick 
and | feel like I’m about to pass out, like | stood up way to 
quickly. 


Then my eyes rake across her body and | realize that when 
she rolled over the covers didn’t exactly move in tandem 
with her body. 


In the middle of the bed | can clearly see her ass, plain as 
day lit by the moonlight through the window. 


She’s got on a tiny pair of boxer briefs, which look to be 
men’s. 


My hands form fists, jealous of whose those used to be or 
who gave those to her. 


I’m pissed beyond belief, but then again maybe she bought 
them herself. It’s definitely in the realm of possibilities. 


| just take in the curve of the side of her exposed lower back 
and that ample apple bottom ass of hers. Damn do I want to 
sink my teeth into it, after | slap it silly and mark it with my 
palm print, letting her, and the whole world, know it belongs 
to me. 


My eyes move up and I can see she’s not wearing a shirt. 
Fuck! 


She’s got her hands together almost in a prayer position and 
they’re up by her face, which pulls the covers straight up 
from the foot of the bed, keeping her chest covered... most of 
it at least. 


I’m getting a little sideboob and as | lean to the side I’m also 
able to see a bit of underboob. 


As much as I wish she really was mine, and I could come 
home to this every day for the rest of my life, my cock is 
content with dancing by itself right now. 


| couldn’t stop myself if | wanted to. 


| cup one hand over my fly to block the noise and slowly 
unzip my pants with the other. 


My dick is so long and hard | have to squat and do some 
moves like a three-year-old who is about to piss his pants in 
order to pull the fucker out. 


But once it is | bring my cupped hand to my mouth, spitting 
in it silently, and then bring it back down underneath my 
rod. 


| take a step forward, now just inches from her and start 
stroking my dick with a vengeance. 


Damn | want to reach out and touch her with my other hand, 
run my hands gently through her hair, just the tips as to not 
wake her. 


But! can’t. It’s too much of a risk. If | wake her I’m toast, 
plus we still didn’t get answers to our questions at dinner. 


Someone’s watching us both, I’m sure of this now. And one, 
or both, of us may unknowingly have spy dust on us. 


Spy dust, or metka, as it’s known in Russian intelligence 
circles is an ingenious invention. It came about during a 


secret program to pollinate suspect C.I.A. Officers at the U.S. 
Embassy in Moscow years ago. 


It’s a yellow, yeasty, powdery chemical compound known as 
nitrophenyl pentadienal, or NPPD. 


Russian techs in labs would squeeze rubber bulbs full of it 
on clothing, steering wheels, floor mats...anywhere. From 
there it was designed to spread like sticky pollen from a 
daffodil, easily transferring via a handshake to a sheet of 
paper or to a coat lapel. Anywhere. 


It invisibly marked anything an American C.I.A. officer 
touched. If you were Russian under suspicion and your 
hands or clothes anything else in relation to your daily 
activities or home life fluoresced with NPPD, you were done. 
Done as in dead, or as good as. 


Then the techs got really smart and cooked up different 
batches of metka, tagging them with distinct marking 
compounds that could identify specific American hosts. 


I’ve found my American host all right. The host for the seed 
I’m going to plant inside her and make our first baby with. 


I’ve done everything so far to avoid coming into contact with 
her, but | can’t resist anymore. 


The underside of my cock glides along my slick palm as my 
grip tightens, my thumb applying pressure from the top. 


| imaging my wet fist is her pussy, and | squeeze tighter. 


| can’t last any longer, the thought bringing me to near 
completion. 


My balls pull up and | feel the come inside me prepare to 
thrust out, searching for her cunt, my mind knowing it won’t 
be found... not yet. 


My other hand quickly cups the crown of my cock and | 
explode into my hand, the voluminous release is caught, but 
it quickly overwhelms even the deep valley my mitt creates 
and spills off onto the floor just an inch from her bed. 


| close my fingers around the rest of it and just stare at her, 
trying not to breath hard, my hand full of sounk just inches 
from her face. 


| have no idea what the fuck gets into me, something 
possessive just shoots through me and | peel back my first 
two fingers and move my hand towards her, gently running 
my load across her cheek. 


My nostrils flare as | pull my hand back, seeing her there 
with my mark on her. With my seed on her skin, the next 
time knowing it will be inside her where it belongs. 


Her hand reaches up as if to swat away a fly, but as she gets 
close to my gift she simply stops and her hand returns to its 
resting place. 


It’s the most beautiful, and most sick, thing I’ve ever seen. 
There is no gray area here. This is black and white and 
complete polar opposites. 


| quickly backpedal into the bathroom where | silently unroll 
what must be fifty squares of toilet paper, cleaning up the 
mess. When I'm finished | have no option but to jam the 
soiled substance in my pocket. Never leave a trail, never 
leave a trace. 


| get zipped back up and move quietly back to her bed, 
staring at the mark | left on her. Seeing how quickly it’s 
dried on her cheek, Knowing she'll find it in the morning and 
wonder if it was a bug, or maybe some stale water from the 
fire extinguishers above leaked out during the night. 


No, beautiful. That was me claiming you. 


| reach across her body carefully grabbing the corner of the 
sheet and covering her with it. 


Moscow is still cold at night, very cold, and | don’t want my 
princess catching a cold...especially when we've got so 
much more to do. 


| want her body healthy and perfect, as it is, so she can 
accept my seed and make us the healthiest baby we 
possibly can. 


| slowly make my way back to the door, turning the handle 
one last time. 


“Sleep tight my angel, soon you will be mine.” 


CHAPTER 14 


Ivan 


| step into the hallway feeling an incredible rush. I’m a cross 
between lightheaded and fully focused. It makes no sense 
but that’s the only way to describe it. 


Making my way toward the elevator | pass by the ice 
machine noticing a man standing there who suddenly turns 
and pretends to fiddle with the machine. 


| pass by, pretending not to notice, and round the corner. 


| press the button for the elevator and when it arrives | step 
inside and press the ground level floor but quickly step out. 


The door eventually closes and leaves the floor, but 
obviously not with me in it. 


Obvious to everyone but Captain Weirdo in the hallway. 


| move back to the edge of the hallway, getting down on my 
stomach and maneuvering into a position where | can catch 
his reflection in the polished aluminum ice machine’s 
exterior. 


As expected he’s no longer at the ice machine, but where he 
is is moving down the hall. 


| continue tracking him until he stops in front of my woman’s 
door. 


He casually looks both directions before pulling something 
from his pocket and tapping it to the lock. 


The lock disengages. 

Hell no! 

| didn’t learn much about Willow tonight, but | do know, with 
complete certainty, that she’s here in Moscow alone, isn’t 
expecting company, and knows no one. 


This can’t be good. 


| jump up from my position just as the man steps a foot 
inside her door. 


He hears me and backs out of the room, a pistol in one hand 
and a yet to be attached silencer in the other. 


He points the pistol directly at me and fires off on shot. 


| immediately drop to the ground, hearing the round from 
the weapon whiz by my ear. 


| roll sideways and turn preparing to take off again in his 
direction to stop him, but when I look up he’s gone. 


| chase after him, racing down the stairwell | finally approach 
the front desk. 


“Where is he? Where did he go?” 


“Who, sir?” the man behind the counter says as he rolls off a 
cot which is discreetly positioned behind the desk. 


“The man who just fired a shot on the second floor” 


“The second floor?” 
| do the quick math remembering that the European scheme 


of numbering floors is different than the American way. Did | 
get that right? Yes. Wait. What the fuck is wrong with this 


guy? 
“Yes, the second floor” 
“Let me pull up the footage.” 


“The footage? Where the fuck is the man who just left the 
hotel?” 


“I’m not sure, sir. | was sleeping.” 


As someone who lives and dies by the competence of his 
actions, | absolutely hate incompetence. 


The man presses some keys while | tap my foot, wanting to 
run out into the night, but not about to leave my woman 
alone. 

“It seems that camera is out right now, sir.” 

“The others? What about the other cameras?” 

“The system is down.” 

“Down?” 


“Where is the security guard?” 


“He had to leave early for the night. We don’t have security 
this evening.” 


“What? Are you fucking kidding me? You’ve got guests 
from all around the world paying good money, and 
completely selling out this shit hole nonetheless, and you 
don’t have one damn single security guard on staff?” 

“I'm sorry, sir. | just work here.” 

“You just work here?” 

| want to reach across the desk and ring the kid’s neck, and | 
can see in his eyes and the way he takes a step back that he 
knows it to. 

Wait. How was I so stupid? 

Of course all these “coincidences” happened. 

This isn’t an amateur setup. This is professionals at work. 
The time of night, when the body’s circadian rhythm is at its 
lowest point, ensuring all the guests will be completely out 
of it, deep in sleep. 

The silencer on the weapon. It was so long he had to screw 
it on, hence why he didn’t have it on already inside his 
jacket pocket. 


| walk around the counter and show myself to the employee 
area. 


“Sir, you can’t be back here.” 


| reach underneath the CCTV and pull out the wires leading 
to the cameras...which are cut. 


“Whoever did this did it from the front. From right here,” | 
say getting up in the kid’s face. 


“| swear it wasn’t. You can talk to my boss.” 


| grab the kid by the collar and see the fear, and truth, in his 
eyes. 


| release my grip as he keeps his hands high as if to 
surrender. 


He’s the scapegoat. | get it. 


These guys are sick. Trying to pull this off and then pinning 
it on some kid probably working part time to pay his way 
through college. Even if it is state funded, education and 
living expenses around the world are out of control these 
days. 


“Here,” | say, pulling a one hundred U.S. dollar bill from my 
pocket, and a five. “Get yourself two coffees from the 
machine with the five. The hundred is to stay awake until 
morning. You see anything you call this number,” | say 
taking a pen and paper from his stationary. “Anything! You 
got me?” 


“Yes, sir. I’m really sorry.” 


“It’s not your fault, kid. It’s theirs. And they’re going to be 
the ones who are sorry.” 


CHAPTER 15 


Willow 


My alarm sounds and | drag myself out of bed and into the 
bathroom. 


Not more than a minute later the water is washing over me, 
waking me up, and I’m starting to feel better already. 


Last night was so strange. First the “date” with Ivan and 
then | could have swore there was a canon, or a gunshot or 
something, in my dream. It woke me up, but luckily | went 
right back to sleep...dreaming more about him. 


| get dressed and ready and step out the door, my head 
down as I bump right into something that feels like a brick 
wall. 


“Oh. What are you doing here?” | ask, as Ivan turns to face 
me. He was standing with his back to the door like he’s 
some sort of security guard. 


“The conference is over for you. Grab your things. We're 
leaving.” 


“Excuse me?” 


“There’s no time for good mornings right now. Someone is 
trying to kill you, or us both, and we’re getting out of here. 


” 


“Have you lost your mind? Get out of my way.” 


He sidesteps me, blocking the entire door. There’s no way 
I’m getting around his massive frame. 


“If you don’t move l'Il yell for the police.” 
“That’s the last thing you want to do right now.” 


“Let me guess. They’re in on this conspiracy theory of yours 
too?” 


“It’s very likely they are or someone is.” 


“Come on. Move. | don’t want to be late,” | say trying to 
shuffle past him. 


“You don’t believe me. Sit down.” 


“No, you get out of my way or you’re balls and my knee are 
going to get introduced real quick.” 


“Look at this,” he says, pulling up a video on YouTube. 


| roll my eyes and exhale hard but figure l'Il watch it, hoping 
it will appease him and then he'll stop making a scene. 


A video taken from some sort of surveillance camera far 
away from a bridge plays. 


“Do you know what this is?” 

“| don’t know and | don’t care.” 

“Well you better start because this happened just feet from 
St. Basil's Cathedral on February 27, 2015...just steps away 


from the Kremlin’s walls. Russian opposition leader, Boris 
Nemtsov while walking with his girlfriend, was shot seven or 


eight times at point blank range with a Makarov pistol. You 
know why you can’t see it? Because the snow plow truck 
pulls up at the precise moment to block it. You think this 
was Chance? You think this happens by accident?” He 
pauses. “Do you know what happened in your room last 
night while you were asleep?” 


| shake my head. 


“A man stepped in and removed a pistol and a silencer from 
his jacket. What do you think he had in mind?” 


| almost want to cry, as Ilvan’s stern look both terrifies me 
and lets me know he truly cares about me at the same time. 


“Pack your things. Quickly.” 

“What time was the shot?” 

“Why are you still asking questions?” 
“What..time...was...the..shot?” 

“About four thirty,” he says. 

| remember rolling over at the time | thought | heard the 
canon and the cheap digital alarm clock on the hotel 
nightstand showed four something. 

| do as I’m told realizing I’m in way over my head. | wouldn’t 
have necessarily complied, but in a land where | don’t know 
who I can trust | have to pick someone and live with the 


consequences. 


He takes my hand and guides me out to the street where 
there are cabs waiting. 


“This way,” he says walking in another direction while cab 
drivers are frantically trying to waive us down. 


It’s all starting to make sense. 


We maneuver quickly to an old Lada parked in an alley. 
There’s a man literally asleep at the wheel and he appears to 
be some sort of do-it-yourself taxi operator. Lovely. 


Ivan yells something at him and the man sits up in his seat 
before opening the door quickly and exiting the car. 


Ivan stuffs a wad of Rubles in his fist and throws my luggage 
in the back and yells at me to “get it and hold on.” 


We take off and a few seconds later | see signs for 68A and 
E105. We merge onto the roadways, and | feel his hand on 
my head as he pushes me down in my seat. 


| want to keep track of signs so | Know where my damn 
kidnapper is taking me, but when a bullet cracks through 
the rear windshield | don’t think twice about the methods 
this man is using. 


The car moves sporadically in a few strange directions as | 
feel my body thrown against the door and then underneath 
the footrest area. 


Suddenly we make a sharp turn and we accelerate hard and 
| hear a loud splashing sound from a distance. 


“They’re finished,” he says. His big hand grabs me by my 
collar and lifts me up and into my seat. | can feel his rough 
hands on my skin as he reaches all the way across my body 
and fastens my seat belt. 


“You're gonna need this,” he says. 


CHAPTER 16 


Willow 


For the next few hours we drive, only making quick stops for 
gas, toilet breaks, and sandwiches, which we eat in the car. 


We're well out of Moscow and there are long periods of time 
where we don’t even see other cars. 


“So can | add kidnapping victim to my resume?” 


At first he says nothing and then suddenly a deep belly 
laugh escapes him. | have to admit it’s pretty funny, and he 
wraps his arm around me and pulls me into the side of his 
body as he drives along the open road. 


It’s the first time he’s touched me in a warm way, not to 
diminish the way he manhandled me when my life was in 
danger, but this is different... much different. 


“I’m sorry about everything. | really am, but this had to be 
done and there wasn’t time to discuss it...as you see now.” 


“But why is this happening?” 

“That’s what we’re both going to find out real soon.” 

We drive another couple of hours before finally turning off 
and driving down some very poorly marked roads, at least 


the ones that are marked at all and then he stops in front of 
some huge rocks and steps out of the car. 


He pushes the rocks to the side, making quick work of 
something I can barely believe less than three men could 
move. 

A few minutes later he’s back in the car, breathing hard, but 
not as hard as I’d expect after making those World’s 
Strongest Man competitors look like pansies, and he pulls 
through the hole he created before stopping the car and 
resealing the gap. 


He drives along a windy stretch of gravel until out of 
nowhere appears a small home. 


“My dacha, or summer home, that | haven’t seen in years.” 


A few moments later we’re inside and he’s sweeping the 
floors and opening the windows to let some air in. 


| take a step to check out the house and the floorboard 
creaks. 


“Don’t move,” he says. 

He finishes preparing the house for another minute or so and 
then grabs a simple wooden chair, spinning it on one leg so 
it’s in position and then steps over it and sits down. 

He crosses his arms staring at me. 

a Strip.” 

“Strip?” 

“Are you wearing a wire?” 


“A wire? No, I’m not wearing a wire.” 


“Prove it.” 


CHAPTER 17 


Willow 


“I'm not taking my clothes off,” | say. 


“You Americans make everything about nudity so sexual. 
It’s just a body. We all have one. Show me yours... now.” 


The problem is not all of us have a body, at least not like 
his...and I’ve never shown anyone mine. 


His eyes stare at me with a seriousness that | want to say is 
devoid of lust, but | know I'd be lying to myself. 


“How do I know you’re not wearing a wire?” 

“Are you joking me?” he says, a common expression I’ve 
heard since | got to Moscow. “You think I’m out to harm 
you?” 

“Maybe this is all some trap... reverse psychology.” 

He exhales hard and throws up his hands. 

“Okay, crazy woman. | will prove it to you and you will prove 
it to me at the same time. Let’s go,” he says standing and 
taking me by the hand and leading me through the house. 

It buys me some time to think of what I’m going to do next 


and as we pass an old vase filled with knives in the kitchen, 
with me trailing behind him yet still hand-in-hand, | see 


there’s clearly an opportunity to do what | want with him... or 
at least attempt it. 


But the thought never crosses his mind to protect himself 
from what | could do, and the moment | have to grab 
something to protect myself is lost, not that I’m someone 
who likes violence. | abhor it actually, or at least | did until | 
met him. 


He opens a small door and turns a knob, and the tiny room 
comes to life. 


“A sauna?” 


“If either of us is wearing a wire this should take care of it,” 
he says. “You can sit down with your clothes on or off. Take 
your pick.” 


He quickly slides out of his clothes, with the exception of his 
underwear, without so much as a thought about it. | watch 
as his muscles come on full display, rippling and flexing as 
his body twists and turns to remove the fabric covering his 
absolute masculine perfection. 


“See,” he says, holding up his shirt and turning it inside out 
and then doing the same with his other items. “I’m clean.” 


He steps into the sauna and | do the same, still completely 
clothed. 


Not three minutes later the room is starting to get a bit 
steamy, yet | keep my eyes locked on him. 


He leans back in the wide berth he’s taken and puts his 
head against the wooden slats, closing his eyes. 


“Don’t be foolish. You’re going to harm yourself,” he says, 
his eyes still closed. 


My eyes rake over his masculine presence from his broad 
shoulders, down and across his barrel-like chest, over each 
groove in his eight-pack abs and down to the big bulge in 
his boxer briefs, where my gaze stalls. 


| can’t help but stare at what | first took notice of on that 
stage just yesterday. The thought that so much has 
happened in such a short amount of time is mind boggling. 


My eyes drift down across his thick, muscular thighs and 
along his calves, which are full and strong. | can’t count the 
amount of guys I’ve seen at the beaches in Florida who 
Skipped leg day at the gym and their torso is completely out 
of balance with their lower body. 


Not him. 
He’s as solid as an oak tree from top to bottom. 
And my bottom is getting red hot from sitting on these slats. 


| stand up and slowly reach for my shirt. He doesn’t even so 
much as look at me let alone move in his seat. 


| remind myself that a bra and panties is nothing more than 
a bikini, it’s just the perception of the fabric that makes all 
the difference. 


| lift my shirt up and over my head and set it on the bench 
before sliding out of my pants, my eyes locked on him 
waiting for his reaction and getting none. 


Once I set my pants down the thud of my belt seems to 
trigger a rise in his underwear that there’s no way | can miss, 
nor take my eyes from. 


| open the door to put my clothes outside. 


“Wait!” he says, sitting up suddenly as he moves the short 
distance towards me. 


His eyes lock on mine shooting me a look as if I’m guilty of 
trying to deceive him as he takes my clothes in his hand, 
inspecting them. 


“Very well,” he says, and sets them outside on a small stool 
before shutting the door. 


“So I’m not wearing a wire. We don’t have to sit in here.” 
“It’s good for you. Sit down.” 
“What if | don’t want to?” 


“You're going to take off running into the woods instead? 
Good luck with the bears.” 


| take a step back and he’s already back in his position, 
looking like he’s in complete bliss with his head against the 
wall...and his cock at attention. 


“You've been under a lot of stress these last days. First the 
long flight and now all of this nonsense. Speaking of that, 
now that we’ve established a baseline level of trust, let’s 
talk,” he says. 


Without looking his long arm stretches out and his hand 
grasps me by the waist and he pulls me in, right between his 


legs. 

My weight goes back on the balls of my feet as | try not to 
fall right into him as he moves me abruptly and roughly, the 
calluses on his hands pressed against my skin. 

I’m inches from his rock hard dick, yet he’s still acting as if 
there is no eight hundred pound gorilla in the room that is 
his desire for me. 


And my body isn’t in a position to resist, and it’s not because 
of his unrelenting grip, but my need as well. 


| shuffle my feet closer to him, my shins touching the slats 
that his calves are pressed against. 


His eyes open and he looks at me deeply. 

Even though I’m looking right back at him, | can see with my 
peripheral vision that his cock is jerking, moving, stretching, 
elongating even more. 

“You're feisty as fuck, you know that?” 


| nod. 


“I've never met anyone like you...a woman who stands her 
ground as you do with this... this... kind of ferocity.” 


“Is that a compliment?” 
“You can take it how you wish, but this certainly is.” 
His grip overpowers me and pulls my body right into his, my 


hands coming up and breaking my fall by slapping them 
against the corded muscles of his chest and my lips ona 


collision course for his and the last thing | think of doing is 
stopping what’s been building and has reached a fever pitch 
with no chance of turning back. 


His hand finds the back of my head and before | know what’s 
happening my lips are crashing down on his and he’s kissing 
me with a kind of possessiveness that tells me he’s never 
letting me go... ever. 


CHAPTER 18 


Willow 


“You've been mine since the first moment | saw you, you 
know that?” 


“Yes,” | whimper and he kisses me passionately a second 
time. 


“When I see something | want I take it, claim it as mine, and 
I’ve never wanted anything like | want you.” 


His hand slides from my hip down to my ass. He cups it hard 
and then quickly tilts his grip, allowing him to lift me up and 
off the ground and onto his lap. 


His rock hard cock is rubbing straight up my panties as my 
body presses into his, my nipples pebbling as my breasts are 
smashed into this Russian beast’s body. 


His lips come off my mouth and his other hand knives in my 
hair, moving it to the side as he kisses my lips in a way that 
is definitely not gentle. 


A moan escapes me, and then another as | lean my neck into 
him, my eyes closed. 


My eyes slowly open and through the steam | can see the ink 
covering his body and wonder what it means, when he got 
it, and just in general what this man is all about. 


He’s truly a riddle, wrapped in a mystery, inside an enigma, 
and dammit if | don’t want my kiss to be the key that 
unlocks it. 


His hand finds my breast, giving it a firm squeeze over the 
fabric and | drag one hand up the grooves of his hand while 
my other fists his cock through the cotton of his underwear. 


A deep belly growl rumbles throughout the room, the heat 
almost too much to take but there’s no way either of us is 
stopping now. 


“Tell me you're mine,” he says. 


“I...” | say trying to fight it. It makes absolutely no sense to 
fall for someone this fast. 


“Say it only if you mean it,” he says. “But I want to hear it 
and | want to hear it now.” 


I’ve never been one to lead someone on, not that there have 
really been any someones before this point. | feel like I’m in 
over my head, but | Know without him I would already be 
drowning, literally. 

Despite the high stakes stressful moments we've shared. 


Despite the craziness. 


Despite the fact that he’s been my dark protector on 
multiple occasions. 


Despite the fact that he’s incredibly hot, rich, kind, and has 
the exact same interests | do... 


It makes no sense. | just can’t talk myself out of it anymore. 
| do want him and there’s no more holding back. 


“I’m yours.” 


He growls deeper than before. “Damn right you are,” he 
snarls before kissing me hard again right on the lips. Gentle 
is not his forte, and | like it that way because | know that 
he’s completely consumed by his need for me as | am for 
him, although a part of me is still fighting it. 


“When I saw those other boys at the conference looking at 
you | wanted to kill them. You know that?” he says as he 
kisses across the exposed part of my breasts. 


“No,” | whimper. 


“For the first time in my life they made me a jealous man...a 
feeling I’ve never felt before. And that’s what drives me to 
protect you, and keep you safe. You’re mine and no one else 
can have you. | will fight to make this true until my dying 
day if | have to. And if these men keep coming now | will 
start showing them what anger really looks like. | will 
fucking kill them all before they so much as lay a finger on 
you. That is my promise. You will always be safe with me, 
you understand me?” 


“Yes,” escapes my lips as his big hand unhooks my bra strap 
and he yanks it to the side, my breasts freed for less than a 
split second before he buries his face in my cleavage and 
takes a nipple in his mouth while his other hand massages 
the opposite breast. 


He moans as his tongue swirls around my areola before 
flicking my nipple once, twice, and a third time, my back 
arching into his face as my body is overcome with pleasure. 


| can feel my pussy dripping on his thigh, anticipating 
getting what | want for the first time in my life. 


“You've been saving yourself for me, haven’t you?” he asks. 
| nod. 


“Say it. Tell me you’ve been waiting your entire life for me 
like I’ve been waiting my entire life for you.” 


My eyes open and it’s like the needle slipped off the record 
despite the fact that he continues to taste my tit as his other 
hand slides across my lower back and grabs my ass hard, 
before coming off of my globe and then coming back down 
hard, giving it a firm slap and then kneading it in his thick 
fingers. 


“That’s right,” he says, his mouth coming off my skin just 
long enough for the words to rumble out, the vibrations 
rolling across my chest giving me goosebumps everywhere. 


My fingertips slide through his closely cut hair feeling his 
scalp underneath as | pull his head into my chest, his kisses 
moving down my cleavage towards my stomach. 


His hands grab my ass hard and he raises me off his lap, 
holding me suspended in the air as he brings my panties 
right in front of his face. 


He jerks me into him, nuzzling his nose into my middle as 
my hands slam into the wall, giving me balance and 
leverage as | push my pussy into his face, deeper and 
deeper. 


The sound of him inhaling deeply fills the air before he takes 
my entire cunt in his mouth, gumming it and holding it in 
position like he wants to devour it, and me, in one bite. 


His mouth comes off me and he looks up at me, inhaling 
through his teeth causing a hissing sound. 


“This is mine now, you understand?” 


“Yes,” | say, nodding my head quickly in short, staccato 
bursts. 


He dives right back in and then suddenly stands, laying me 
out across the bench, grabbing the cotton fabric of my 
panties right at the top and yanking them down, exposing 
my flesh, my cunt, everything for the first time. 


“Show me what’s mine,” he says through gritted teeth, his 
lips not even moving. 


| look up at him from my position on my back. 


His skin is red from the heat, | don’t know which part is 
desire and which part is the sauna, but it doesn’t matter. I’m 
burning up as well and something takes hold of me and | 
thrust my thighs apart showing him everything. 


One foot comes off the ground and he kicks the door behind 
him without even looking, the hinges breaking and the door 
hanging at an angle as a gust of oxygen enters the room, 
yet does nothing to cool the fire that’s blazing inside both of 
uS. 


“Once I taste you. Once my tongue finds your sweat nectar 
there’s no going back. You have to know that now. This is 
your last chance to stop. Your last chance to reconsider. 


And I have to warn you... there will be nothing gentle about 
what happens after. There will be no amount of control l'Il 
be able to exercise over myself. You will see a beast and you 
have to be prepared for that,” he says. 


“| want that. | want you exactly how you are. Taste me. Take 
me. Make me yours.” 


The sounds of his knees and shins hitting the wooden slats 
rings out in the room, as he drops straight down, his hands 
grabbing the outside of my thighs. 


He grits his teeth, his nostrils flaring. “Your pretty pink 
pussy... your pristine fucking garden, saved all this time just 
waiting for me to come stomping through it, making a big 
fucking mess of it and claiming it as mine. And that’s 
exactly what I’m going to do.” 


His head dives forward and his entire mouth comes down on 
my middle, clamping down on me like a vice before he licks 
straight up my folds and flicks my nub with his tongue. 


His head rises up, before falling all the way back so I can 
only see his neck through my legs. 


“Ahhhh!” he yells just before his head snaps forward and he 
stares at me with eyes wide as saucers, looking like a man 
possessed. 


He dives right back in, his hands spreading my legs wider as 
his tongue dives deep. 


My ass tightens and my hips rise up off the bench, willing 
this savage beast to taste me even deeper. 


He flattens his tongue, cleaning the mess I’m making and 
these waterworks are only a preview of what’s damn near 
ready to explode any second now. 


When he takes my nub in his mouth and swirls it around just 
before sliding a single rough finger inside me, opening me 
for the first time, | can’t hold back any longer. 


My thighs quiver and a wave washes over the inside of me 
as | explode inside his mouth, his head moving violently side 
to side like a tornado as he drinks me up as my body bucks 
wildly on the wood as I flop like a fish, before writhing and 
pressing my pussy deeper and deeper into his face before 
my body stills. 


And then a second wave comes out of nowhere exploding 
again as he continues to lick me dry and make me feel 
whole for the first time in this way. 

I’ve never opened myself up and given myself to anyone like 
this, ever. Not just sexually but in any kind of way that bares 
a real part of me, a part of my soul to another. 

Until now. 


Until him. 


My chest heaves and I have no energy to even think about 
lifting myself off the bench...thankfully | don’t have to. 


| feel his hand slide under my back seconds after his mouth 
comes off me and he scoops me up, carrying me where | 
don’t know. 


But at this point it doesn’t matter. 


I'd go anywhere with him. Today. Tomorrow. Forever. 


CHAPTER 19 


Ivan 


| take her to my bed, tossing her there and sliding out of my 
underwear. 


My cock rages. | take itin my hand. 

“You see this?” 

“How could | miss it?” she says nervously from her back. 
“This needs to be inside of you, fucking now.” 

| stare at her. She’s looks totally verklempt, exactly how | 
want her. If only she knew how sweet she tasted, but that 
taste will only be known by one person in this world... ever. 


Me. 


| swear | can see her pussy clenching, wanting me, trying to 
pull my cock inside her from across the room. 


“Fucking brand new,” | say staring at her tight slit. “And all 
mine forever.” 


My pulse quickens and I can see by the movement on the 
side of her neck that hers is too. 


“Roll over on your stomach. Show me your ass...my ass.” 


She does as she’s told as | move closer, getting up on the 
bed and staring down at her perfect globes before | can’t 
resist any longer. 


My hand raises and comes down on her perfection as | watch 
her body shake and her forearms shiver as she braces 
herself. 


“You can do it harder,” she says. 


| lean in close, my body scraping the back of hers. “I know, 
because | can do whatever the fuck | want with what’s 
mine... right?” | say taking her earlobe in my mouth. 


“Uh huh,” she whimpers. 


| palm her perfect ass cheek and straighten back up, my 
hand knifing in her hair. 


| raise her hair up off her back, looking down at the curve of 
her spine before | run my tongue along its whole length. 


“Fuck, every single part of you tastes so damn good. 
Watching your body shiver when my mouth touches you... 
watching you arch into my mouth gets me so fucking hard | 
could cover these sheets in come right now.” 


| lean in again, just a fraction of an inch from her ear. “But 
I'd rather cover your cervix with my seed.” 


Her entire body flinches at my promise, and oh yes it’s a 
promise. I’m going deep...all the way in when it comes to 
her... every... single...time. 


“Are you ready for me to take you, claim you, make you 
mine?” 


“Uh huh,” she whimpers. 
“And are you ready for me to...fuck you?” 


“Yes. That’s what I| want. Exactly that. Did you even need 
me to answer that? You can see my need? Feel my need? 
Taste it?” 


“Į can but I like hearing you Say it.” 
“Are you gonna make me beg?” 


“No, because that means I'd have to wait too, and I’m not 
here to wait...Il’m here to take.” 


“Well then what are you waiting for? Take it. Take me, and 
make me a woman.” 


| grab her ass hard with one hand and my other pulls her 
hair back. 


My hand on her ass slides along her side, finding her hip 
before coming off her skin watching the color change from 
red back to porcelain again as | release the pressure. 


“Do you have a condom?” she asks. 


“Condoms are for cowards! I’m all in, every inch... for the 
rest of our lives. I’m gonna fill you so full my seed will have 
no option but to take, and there will be so much of my juices 
left over they'll be running down your leg into next week. 
You'll be sitting alone, in those rare moments without me, or 
at least you think you'll be without me. But you won’t be. 
My sticky gift a constant reminder of how you’re mine.” 


“Good, because | want you raw. All of you.” 


| slide my fingers between her legs and run them along her 
slit. Fuck, she’s dripping again already. 


| bring her juices to my mouth tasting them. 


“Fucking hell you taste so damn sweet. | could survive alone 
on your come.” 


“Make me come again,” she demands. 

“If that’s what my woman wants then that’s exactly what she 
gets,” | say and in one swift move | bury everything deep 
inside her, watching her whole body shoot forward as | fill 
her with my length and girth. 

“Oh my god. Oh my god. Oh my god.” 

“Are you Okay?” 


“Oh my god, yes! More. Give me more.” 


| rotate my hips, burying myself even deeper inside her, 
relishing in the fact that this woman is mine now. 


| stare down at where | begin and she ends, the line 
completely erased forever as we are now one. 


| pull back on her hair and hold her ass hard as | pull my dick 
back like it’s a plunger, a vacuum, sucking the air right out 
of her. The tight seal removed. 


Her hungry pussy clenches around me, causing me to grit 
my teeth at the work it takes to back my dick out of it’s new 
home. 


Because just as much as | own her, she owns me equally 
now...and forever. 


“Fuck, you're so damn tight.” 


“| wouldn’t kKnow...no one would,” she says, and | snarl at 
her words. Reminding me that I’m the only one only 
heightens the euphoria | already feel, and | haven’t even 
filled this beautiful woman yet. My woman. 


She tries to look back over her shoulder and | ease up my 
grip on her hair so she can. | want her to see me, see what 
she’s done to me. See the power she, and only she, has over 
me. 


| slowly re-enter her, this time feeling each and every part of 
her channel as | tunnel inside her. 


“Fuck | want to come right now, but | want to feel this too... 
drag it out, make it last forever.” 


“Either way. Just don’t stop,” she says. 


“Never. l'Il never stop because l'Il never, ever, be done 
breeding you for as long as we live.” 


“Fuck, you're going to make me come talking like that, 
Ivan.” 


“No! Not yet,” | say pulling my dick out and hearing her 
squeal in need, cry out from the void I’ve left and not just 
her, but me. 


| flip over easily and take her place in the center of the bed, 
lying on my back. 


“| want us face-to-face so we can see each other the whole 
fucking time.” 


“Yes!” 


She climbs on top of me ready to mount me, and | feel my 
damn toes curl into the mattress, grounding me for the 
takeoff that | know will be coming soon... providing a steady, 
solid, foundation to which I can use to blast inside her. 


“Put my cock in your sweet, little pussy. Ride my dick and 
cream on my cock so I can see your juices dripping all over 
me.” 


She takes my dick in her tiny little hand and lines the crown 
up with her hole before removing her hand and sliding right 
down my pole. 


My mouth opens and my eyes close as my breath stalls. 


My eyes shoot back open and | exhale hard through 
clenched teeth. 


“That’s fucking right. Just like that, little mama.” 
“Ride me. Ride me good,” | demand and | feel the underside 
of her ass slide along my pelvis as she moves both in and 


out and up and down in rhythm. 


My hands come up and latch onto the sides of her ass, but | 
let her stay in control...for as long as I can. 


My abs flex and my fingers grab down hard, as | pull my 
torso vertical so we're face to face as my hand slides behind 


her back, pulling her body in close as we bounce up and 
down in rhythm. 


“Oh fuck! Oh fuck!” she says. 


| stare deep into her eyes and see paradise...see what I’m 
doing to her, just as | Know she’s seeing the same, our 
eternal need for each other a direct reflection in our 
windows to the soul. 


“Say you want my baby inside you,” | demand. 


“| want all your babies. Our babies. Breed the fuck out of 
me. Come inside me so deep that nothing comes out until 
our first child.” 


A throaty growl is all | can offer in return until seconds later | 
feel my balls pull up and I’m ready to give her what we both 
want. 


My seed. 


My entire body jerks as | unleash warm mayhem inside her, 
her mouth opening wide and her eyes closing as her body 
Shakes violently as | fill her with my seed. 


Immediately her pussy clenches on my cock and | feel her 
climax right in unison with mine as her eyes pop open and 
lock on mine. 


A second mind-bending orgasm releases and | don’t know 
which way is up, what time or day it is, or where in the fuck | 
am...and none of that matters, because I’m lost inside of her. 


Exactly where | belong. Always. 


CHAPTER 20 


Willow 


“How was your shower?” he asks, as he wraps his arms 
around me. 


“Amazing,” | say melting into his arms. “You started a fire?” 
“We'll need it tonight. We have a lot to discuss.” 

“About us?” 

“About everything.” 

He motions to a small second bedroom where he’s brought 
my suitcase in from the car. | get dressed and he does as 
well. Apparently he keeps clothes here although | thought 
he said he doesn’t really come here. | guess there’s a lot to 
discover. 


“What did you want to talk about?” 


“Many things. Some will anger you, some may excite you, 
and for sure some will confuse you.” 


“Oh,” | say, as he hands me a warm cup of tea. 
“There’s no need to sugarcoat anything so I'll start with the 


worst of it,” he says getting his big body situated on the 
floor next to me. 


The crackling of the fire is relaxing, but the look on his face 
is anything but. He’s serious, not scared or angry and | 
appreciate that he’s a straightforward person... at least | 
think now, before | hear what he has to Say. 


“I've been stalking you... for your own safety.” 

“| noticed.” 

“More than in the ways you think. | Knew when you were 
arriving in the airport. | put myself in a position to get close 
to you. Later |I hacked your computer and even came into 
your room one night while you were sleeping.” 

| raise an eyebrow and then start busting out at his joke. “| 
guess | don’t get Russian humor since you guys are always 
so serious and straight faced.” 


“How many guys do you know in Russia?” His voice is laced 
with jealousy. 


“Just you.” 

“Exactly. And that’s why I did what | did.” 

The smile is wiped clean off my face as my eyes narrow and | 
feel my body pulling away from him, the foot or two distance 
that separates us becoming wider. “You're serious?” 

“Dead serious...to prevent one of us from becoming dead.” 


“You... you hacked my computer?” 


a Yes.” 


“What the fuck is wrong with you? Wait... you snuck into my 
room at night?” 


“| did that too.” 


I’m so angry that | wish | could take back what we just did. | 
waited my entire life to give myself to someone and it turns 
out to be some jealous foreign stalker weirdo? What in the 
hell was | thinking? 


“| should throw this tea in your face right now, you know 
that?” 


“| understand, but let me finish.” 


“Let you? Fucking let you? It seems to me like you don’t 
need permission from me at all to do whatever the hell you 
want. You’re just out there engineering some illegal and 
scary bullshit at my expense...not to mention immoral.” | 
quickly stand wanting to get away from him as fast as | can, 
but there’s nowhere to run. | don’t even know where | am 
right now and I’m mad at myself for letting my guard down... 
furious. 


“I know where your father is,” he says, causing the teacup to 
immediately fall from my hands. 


Now I’m even angrier, but the words hit me right in the 
chest. I'd do anything for that information, but I’m not 
about to reveal that to him, even if he thinks he knows that’s 
what | want more than anything in the world. 

“So. Who cares?” 


“You do. You've been searching for him online for a while.” 


My hands ball up into fists at the invasion of privacy. How 
could | have trusted him. 


“I'm sorry, Willow. | had to know whose side you were on, 
and now | do.” 


“Oh! So after you stick your dick in me you decide it’s safe 
to tell me all your dirty little secrets because you've finished 
with your conquest and you’re ready to move on.” 


“That’s the furthest thing from the truth. | only slept with 
you after | figured it all out, when we were driving here. The 
pieces of the puzzle finally made sense and then | knew that 
| could act on the feelings that I’d developed for you, the 
need that | had for you.” 


“And how long have these ‘feelings’ been developing? How 
long have you been spying on me, jerk?” 


“Please, sit down. I’m going to tell you everything.” 


“No. No. No. /’m going to stand and you’re going to tell me 
everything. And you’re the one who’s going to stay seated.” 


“As you wish.” 

“Oh, | wish alright. | wish | never met you.” 

| crack. 

This has just all been too much and seconds later | feel his 
arms around me and no matter how hard | pound my fists 


into his chest he won’t let me go. 


| pound my feet onto the ground and he lifts me up. “I can’t 
have you kicking that teacup and hurting your foot,” he 


says. 
| hate him and I don’t at the same time. 


| need his touch and I need to push him away. There’s no 
middle ground, nowhere to run, and nowhere to turn to. 


The tears come down and he carries me into the bedroom, 
setting me down on fresh bed sheets and I cry myself to 
sleep in his arms, wishing he’d let go, but instead | just let 
all thoughts go and drift off into the abyss. 


CHAPTER 21 


Ivan 


| know she hates me, but | Know things will be different 
when she hears the truth... the full story. 


| stay at the simple wooden table in the kitchen the rest of 
the evening and into the night, past midnight, and into the 
early morning hours. 


Finally, in the absolute still of the night | hear a creak on the 
floor and then see her enter the kitchen. 


“Hey,” she says softly. 


“Hey.” | want to tell her everything, but | know I need to 
give her space too. She feels she’s been violated, rightly so, 
and things need to move on her terms now. 


The worst possible thing would be if | lost her, and right now 
I’m dangerously close, even though all that will change once 
she knows my reasons...and the truth. 


“Can | get some water?” 


“Of course,” | say, getting up quickly and pumping some 
water from the well into a big pitcher. 


| pour her a glass and watch her tip it back with two hands. 
The size difference between the two of us is incredible. It’s 
almost like the Ukrainian boxer Wladimir Klitschko and 
Hayden Panettiere. 


She sets it down on the table and starts off with a, 
“What’cha got for me?” 


That’s my feisty firecracker. 
| pull out a seat for her and this time she takes it. 


| reach for her hands, taking the tiny ones in mine and 
bringing them to my mouth, kissing the backs of them. “I’m 
sorry.” 


She gives the smallest of nods as if to say, “I hear you, go 
ahead.” 


“| was invited to speak at the conference. I’ve been to 
conferences in and out of Russia before so it wasn’t a big 
deal. | didn’t smell anything fishy, as the expression goes, 
but | am a cyber security expert and | have a past, which | 
will reveal to you in a few moments, which also means it’s 
absolutely necessary to protect myself at all times. 


“| hacked into the conference system and got the list of all 
the participants, soeakers, and any other attendees. | 
uploaded that file into what’s known as a scrubber and 
nothing came out irregular. So far so good. 


“| decided to scan the list, as | would normally do even after 
the scrubber checked, and saw one of the attendees was 
from Jupiter in Florida. 


“Jupiter wasn’t interesting to me because it was alsoa 
planet, it was interesting to me because my right-hand man, 
my silent co-founder, also spent some time in Jupiter years 
ago. 


“It was a huge warning flag for me to back out of the 
conference, but | just couldn’t. 


“| researched your name and immediately realized you were 
who I thought you were... 


“...my co-founder’s daughter. 


“| wondered why you would be coming from the States to 
Russia for a conference when there are so many in your own 
country. 


“| wondered was this a setup or something?” 
“Why would it be a setup?” she asks. 


“Because, what | promised to tell you a moment ago | will 
tell you now. This is your story.” 


Her head recoils and her chin turns as she looks at me with a 
sense of shock and curiosity. 


“Your father, the man you’ve been searching for, and your 
mother were both SVR spies in the U.S. They were sent 
there as a fake couple with the intention of infiltrating 
American society and gathering information for the Russian 
government twenty-two years ago. 


“Upon their arrival your mother quickly became pregnant. 
She told her station chief who told Moscow. The Kremlin was 
furious and demanded your father return to Russia. They 
pulled him out before he knew your mother was pregnant, 
but they left her there so she could have an American born 
baby, a citizen, and then could much easily secure 
citizenship for herself in order to raise you. It also made her 
look more normal, so to speak, and would help her infiltrate 


this Florida community that was popular with wealthy and 
influential Americans. 


“When your father returned | met with him in Moscow. It 
took me a long time to convince him to see me but finally he 
relented. He was very nervous about his fate, as he should 
have been, and was worried meeting with me might cause 
me harm. 


“| told him | was his friend through thick and thin and his 
troubles were my troubles, and as it turned out that’s 
exactly what happened. 


“A man approached us in a cafe in Moscow and fired three 
shots in our direction. We were both hit, but we both 
survived. 


“You father fled to Tel Aviv shortly thereafter and went into 
hiding, changing his name of course and never contacting 
his fake wife, your mother, again.” 


“Your company is based in...” 


“That’s right. | followed him soon thereafter. After we both 
assumed new identities, we are hackers after all, we 
established the company which I run today, under the name 
Ivan Volkov, which I consider to be my real name now. The 
past is the past and I'm only concerned about the future, our 
future. That’s why I’m telling you this, although originally 
when I saw your name | thought maybe someone was 
coming after me, or him.” 


“So you got my flight information and then showed up at the 
airport.” 


“Exactly. | offered you a Wi-Fi hotspot, which you connected 
to thinking it was the airport’s, and from there there wasn’t 
much else | didn’t do that was an invasion of your privacy. | 
broke into your room and installed cameras and backdoors 
on your computer to see if you were working in cooperation 
with the Kremlin to take me, or your father down. | also 
didn’t know if you even knew who your father was, but after 
| did a pretty good scan of your computer | found you’ve 
been looking for him your entire life, or at least what | can 
gather from the Google searches you made when you were 
signed into your account.” 


“What else did you find out about me?” 


“That you're the most beautiful woman in the world and | 
can’t live without you.” 


“That doesn’t make any sense.” 


“When you arrived you were just a target, someone to assess 
and determine your threat level, but the moment | laid eyes 
on you everything changed. Did | continue with my plan? 
Yes. But something much bigger than this plan happened, 
and that was me falling for you.” 


Her look softens as she realizes | am sincere, one hundred 
percent at that. 


“But | will finish this story so you Know what’s going on and 
where we are now.” 


“Okay,” she says. 
“So twenty-two years ago your parents arrive. Your dad is 


pulled out and then a year later you’re born. On the final 
day of 1999 Putin becomes the acting president. He was 


basically hand picked by Boris Yeltsin. You have to 
remember the system here is very much crony capitalism.” 


“Russia isn’t really capitalist.” 


“We're more capitalist than your country because everything 
is for sale, unfortunately.” 


She lifts her eyebrows at the revelation that my words are 
true. 


“What happened with your father and | happened under 
Yeltsin, but that didn’t mean we were in the clear when Putin 
took over. We were happy where we were in Israel and 
decided to stay put. 


“A lot of people were killed or removed from power so 
anyone who was Searching for us probably either was 
replaced, gone, or just didn’t care anymore. | mean | was 
using a different name, but I’m sure there’s a chance to this 
day that people remember my face. I’m tall, but Slavic 
people often are, and I’m a bit older, but so far no one has 
tried anything since, although I’m still very careful as I’ve 
just explained.” 


“Makes sense,” she says. 


“As does your desire to find out who your father is even 
though your mother simply told you, ‘he left.’ ” 


“How do you know that?” 


“Your Google searches make it apparent. ‘Paternal 
abandonment’ for one example of many.” 


“Okay, you can stop right there. Jeez, Google really does 
know everything.” 


“Everything. So you got good at coding and kept searching 
and apparently one of your mother’s Russian handlers took 
notice that you were relentless and getting closer and closer 
to figuring this out each year.” 


“| was still miles away.” 

“One breakthrough is all it takes.” 

“The handler told your mother to encourage you to attend 
this event in Moscow. She resisted, but he overruled her. 


Everything for Mother Russia, right?” 


“That’s why she cried when | left. She knew she was 
sending me to... my death.” 


| say nothing because | don’t need to. She’s absolutely 
right, a shocking revelation for any child to find out such 
incredibly strange information about both of their parents in 
a matter of minutes. 

“How long have you known this?” she asks. 


“Since we pulled over for one of our pit stops on the way 
here.” 


“You figured this all out in your head?” 
“Not just me. Mostly thanks to your father.” 
She freezes and then suddenly blurts out, “So they weren’t 


going to let twenty-one years of work go down the tubes if | 
found my father.” 


“And the C.I.A. wasn’t going to let fifteen years of work go 
down the tubes either.” 


“The C.I.A?” 
“They flipped your mother six years into her assignment.” 
“My mother’s a..?” 


| nod. “...a double agent.” 


CHAPTER 22 


Willow 


We stayed up the whole night, alternating between sex, 
making love, and Ivan showing me exactly what he did to 
stalk me. 


I’m absolutely fascinated, and terrified, by it at the same 
time. 


| appreciate his honesty and while it certainly did scare the 
hell out of me | see now that his intentions were good. I’m 
usually not an ends justify the means kind of person, but in 
this case we’re talking about my life that he almost certainly 
saved...and I’m more than happy to take a suggestion. 


After seeing everything he did it really knocks me down a 
peg. | almost feel naive now looking back. | thought | was 
pretty good with computers, but he shows me I’ve got so 
much more to learn. 


That’s one of the parts about our extremely fast-moving 
relationship that | really enjoy the most. The fact that we 
can just geek out all night talking about cyber technology is 
pretty crazy, and it’s definitely a huge turn on that a man so 
attractive is so intelligent as well. 


It’s like I’m getting a masterclass in my field from one of the 
best, if not the best, free of charge. 


He even admits that he wiped some of his sounk on my 
face. | thought he was joking but when | realized he wasn’t | 
slapped him on the arm. He admitted he deserved it, but by 
this point it was too late...| was already his. He had me and 
he had me good. 


We sleep in late the next morning realizing now it’s a 
waiting game. My dad has alerted the authorities in the 
States and they’re sending in SEAL Teams to clean up the 
mess that my mom is in right now. The C.I.A. can’t have a 
long-time double agent getting killed or the journalists 
might be able to put the pieces together. Even worse is if 
my mom was to be captured and interrogated by the 
Russian government now that they know she was working 
for the States. 


| can hardly believe it. | definitely never thought something 
| was involved in would read like a 60 Minutes piece. 


If the story ever sees the light of day the SEAL Teams will be 
the heroes, as they should which is totally fine by me. 


But the real hero in my eyes is Ivan. Without him there 
wouldn’t even need to be a SEAL Team because I'd already 
be a goner. 


Now I’m only a goner when it comes to him. One look in his 
eyes and I melt. The way he wraps his arms around me 
makes me feel safer than any man with a weapon ever 
could. 


It’s hard to believe Ivan even had a run in with the C.I.A. 
while he was stalking me at the hotel bar. 


The next few days will be a waiting game. | know this will be 
hard but | also know and trust that they'll get my mom to 


safety right away. The American military doesn’t play 
around, and I’ve never been more thankful to have them on 
my side than when it comes to my family. 


And speaking of family I’m over the moon at the idea that l'II 
finally get to meet my dad. 


Ivan says he has a plan, that my dad apparently is aware of, 
but he doesn’t want to tell me just yet in case it needs to be 
changed. 


It’s such a weird place, this Russia is. And it’s even weirder 
when Ivan explains to me how this dacha hasn’t been used 
in so long and when we leave we'll literally burn it to the 
ground, the dirt surrounding it acting as a natural firebreak 
to stop the controlled blaze. 


But one thing is for sure. The fire | have that burns inside for 
him, and the same he has for me, can never be put out. 


Our relationship is starting out hot and only promises to get 
hotter, especially when he promises me he’s going to make 
me his with a ring on my finger as soon as he can. 


When I ask him about the baby he says it’s already there, we 
don’t even need the confirmation. He knows. 


And | know I’ve finally found the man of my dreams... right 
where | least expected. 


CHAPTER 23 


Willow 


One week later 


Our taxi slowly ascends the cobblestone streets of Kotor, 
Montenegro as | look out the back windshield taking in the 
picturesque view of the Kotor Bay at the bottom of the 
limestone mountain we've ascended. 


The harbor down below is nearly empty, the yachts 
spending the day out in the Adriatic and the early season 
tourists filling the coffee shops of the cobblestone streets 
that run along the castle and through the town. We saw 
them as we drove in. There weren’t many but the ones there 
looked like they were more than content lounging the day 
away in a place that was picture postcard worthy any way 
you could point a camera in. 


We landed at sunset this morning in nearby Tivat from 
Russia, departing on a small plane from a grass runway in 
the middle of nowhere. It sure pays to have money, and the 
right friends. 


“This will be fine,” Ivan says and pays the cab driver and 
takes my luggage from the trunk. 


We just stand by the side of the road taking in the view, as 
he wraps his other arm around me, holding me tight. 


As the cab driver heads back down the mountain, Ivan takes 
my hand and leads me up some small steps, around a little 
pass and through a tunnel. 


“Where in the world are we?” | laugh. 
“Home, for the summer.” 


“Really?” | say getting excited. This place couldn’t be more 
perfect nor could my company. 


A few minutes later we approach an incredible home that 
can be more accurately described as a lair. It’s built into the 
side of the mountain and uses the surrounding nature so 
well, including the numerous evergreen trees, that you can 
barely see it. 


It’s crazy to think such a big structure is so...invisible, but 
it’s exactly that. 


Ivan leads us around to the side entrance and up the stairs 
to the main floor. 


“If you were going to let yourself in, you could have at least 
made some coffee.” Ivan says. 


Huh? 

“| could have been anyone,” a voice says, echoing 
throughout the house that it’s impossible to pinpoint its 
location. 


“But you’re not. You're the only one.” 


From behind a wooden beam steps a man who | immediately 
recognize, although I’ve never seen him before. 


He has my eyes, or more appropriately | have his...and he 
also has me at, “Come to me my little one.” 


| slowly move across the room, a tear running down my 
cheek until my head finds his chest, his lips the top of my 
head, his arms wrap around my back and he hugs me tight 
for the first time. 

“Dad,” | say. 


“Yes. Finally, yes.” 


Suddenly there’s a loud explosion behind me out in the bay. 
| jump at the noise and my father just laughs. 


“Nice touch,” Ivan says. 
“| knew you'd like it.” 


“Did | miss something?” my mother says stepping out from 
another room. 


“Oh my god. Who’s next?” | say and my mother joins us ina 
hug. 


We cry. We laugh. We share stories on the balcony for the 
rest of the morning and into the afternoon, taking in the 
panoramic view of the bay. 


Amidst all the excitement somehow I'd forgotten about the 
blast from earlier. “What was that?” 


“That,” Ivan says, “was your father being an absolute 
genius.” 


“How so?” 


My dad smirks while Ivan explains how my father bought a 
boat with clean tags in Tel Aviv and then captained it here 
into the harbor where he left it before swimming ashore. | 
wouldn't have believed it earlier, but after watching multiple 
men swim the entire bay today, and knowing some of the 
worlds’ best water polo players and teams come from this 
region, it makes sense now. My dad said it only took about 
twenty-five minutes, plus another ten to rig all the 
explosives, and maybe five to get the mannequin all dressed 
up and with a beer in his hand on the deck. 


Apparently he dropped a beacon right when he pulled in, 
which gave the Russians, who own a tremendous amount of 
the property along the coast a head’s up that he was here. 


It was only a matter of time until they called itin anda 
sleeper cell came to take him out, only for the cell and my 
dad, or at least the mannequin that they’d identified him to 
be, to meet their maker. 


So case closed for my dad. He’s out of the woods. 
But my mom? 


Well, the Americans offered her witness protection, but she 
passed once she was informed where | was and who | was 
with. She raised a glass to the my father and my man 
saying, “Nothing can protect you better than two alpha male 
Russians...and a few billion dollars.” Very true. 


She got a fresh passport and a new name and was on her 
way over. And the C.I.A. was kind enough to feed the local 
press a story about a woman who was killed in her home 
earlier in the day...my mom. 


So now we just sit and wait a few months in a heaven on 
earth until more pressing things come to the attention of 
those who are playing the global power game. 


Ivan and my dad handed over the control of their company 
to their board of directors and cashed out their stock, never 
to be heard from again. 


Ivan says he doesn’t need it anymore. Life is too short and 
he wants to spend every waking minute of the rest of his life 
focusing on the only thing that matters... family. 


And not only does that include our kids, but it includes my 
career. | can code and program from anywhere and in 
hacker communities all you need is a username and a 
reputation. I’m ready to get my career started... after the 
summer of course. 


I am a college graduate after all. | may not receive the 
diploma in the mail or walk down the aisle to get it, but I’m 
looking forward to walking down the only aisle that matters 
to me now...the one where we become husband and wife. 


| don’t want to put any pressure on him, but we talked about 
it in the dacha and | know he wants it just as much as | do. 


I’m sure it will be sooner rather than later. 


CHAPTER 24 


Ivan 


| pick up the box for one Mr. Aleksandr Sokolov, make the 
payment, and I’m quickly back in the cab and back up the 
mountainside. It will only seem like a very extended 
bathroom break, thanks to the free flowing wine from the 
local vineyards, although my woman is barely drinking, but 
the result will be so much more. 


| laugh at the fake name | used for the purchase all the way 
into the house. 


Once inside, my heart is beating hard, but not from 
hurrying...from the moment I’ve waited my whole life for, 
even though I never expected it to come. 


And now, just like that, everything changes in an instant. A 
chance encounter between the two of us and I’m not taking 
a chance that she ever gets away. 


| step into the main room, seeing my inked princess, her 
mother, and her father sitting on the balcony. The sight 
couldn’t be better. 


| pull the GoPro from one box and quickly insert the battery 
and set it on the table, pressing record. 


The other box | take with me. 


| come up from behind, putting my hands on her shoulders 
and gently massaging them. Leaning my head forward so | 
can see she’s smirking. “I bet | know who that is,” she says. 


“But | bet you don’t know what | brought.” 


“More wine?” she says, even though she’s barely sipped a 
single glass. | have a strong feeling she’s pregnant and we 
both want our baby to be perfect. 


“I've got something that | think is going to make you feel 
even more intoxicated, but in a different way.” 


“Good, because | think | need a break. I’ve barely had but a 
few sips all day. | think my taste buds are off...so a break 
would be perfect.” 


“From drinking... yes. From what we have...never,” | say, 
keeping my arm on her shoulder and walking around the 
side of her chair, taking a knee and opening the box. 


“I never thought love would find me, and it didn’t... until we 
found each other. This is happening fast, | Know, but that’s 
how life comes at you. And I don’t want to spend one 
minute of it without you by my side. Marry me,” | say. 


She goes to set down her glass, the sound of the base 
wobbling against the table as her hand shakes. Her father 
takes the glass from her hand and it quickly comes to my 
face, which she takes in her hand. 


“Yes!” she says. “I don’t ever want to miss a moment with 
you is 


| slide the ring on her finger and we kiss with the promise 
that we’re engaged to be married...the best kind of promise 


in the world. 


And | promise to keep her safe, because she’s mine and only 
mine... forever. 


EPILOGUE 


Willow 


One month later 
It’s hard to believe it’s been an entire month. 


My parents just sailed out of the harbor this morning, off to 
who knows where... which is exactly the plan. 


They’re going to just disappear for a while and then dad will 
check in with Ivan when he feels it’s time. 


| was kind of surprised how calmly my dad took the whole 
thing with his daughter getting engaged to his best friend. 
Maybe since he didn’t even know he had a daughter, and 
he’s been best friends with Ivan for so long, that it played 
out in such a relaxed fashion. When he met me for the first 
time | was already an adult so he doesn’t immediately see 
me as a Child who can’t make decisions on my own. 


| think my dad was still in shock of finding out | even 
existed, that he gave me life. 


What an incredible life it’s been. We’ve been making so 
many jokes about all of us being “dead,” which is kind of 
ironic considering I’ve never felt more alive in my life. 


Ivan and | are also in the harbor and we guide our separate 
boat out into the Adriatic and set the controls to a slow 
autopilot for the rest of the afternoon. 


Sure, we'll have to monitor it, but there’s something else | 
have to monitor in the meantime. 


“What is up with this, captain?” | say, grabbing his cock 
through his board shorts. 


“That, would be yours my co-captain. Yours and all yours.” 


“Well if it’s mine then, | guess | don’t have to ask permission 
to do this,” | say dropping to my knees, squeezing his cock 
through the fabric and then jerking his shorts down to his 
ankles. 


“You're already hard.” 
“I'm always hard for you. 


| take him in my mouth, getting better and better at 
accepting his size as | stroke the base of his shaft with one 
hand and my head bobs forward on the upper part of his 
Shaft. 


There’s a popping sound as | come off his cock to admire it 
for a second, but the void left in my mouth is too much, and 
| take him right back again. 


| listen as he moans and it gets me so hot, my other hand 
Slides from his shaft and moves my bikini bottoms to the 
side as | rub myself quickly, approaching completion almost 
instantly. 


“Fuck, I’m gonna come,” he moans. 


“Uh huh,” | moan and suddenly he sprays my throat with his 
juices which | gulp down just before my body jerks and | 


have to focus on not biting down as every part of me tenses 
as my body joins him in complete bliss. 


| come up, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand like a 
feral beast. We both smirk at each other and then strip off 
our swimsuits entirely and jump into the sea. 


A moment later he’s back on the boat getting snorkel 
equipment and parking the boat so we can explore the 
underwater perfection. 


I chase him. He chases me. And sometimes we catch each 
other in an embrace which causes us to sink and then we 
both swim up to the surface laughing our hearts out. 


It’s been so romantic this past month in Montenegro, and 
also the time we spent back in Russia in the dacha. Then 
again the two of us could have fun inside a cardboard box, 
as long as we were together. 


We finish swimming and get back up on the boat, where he 
pulls out a picnic basket filled with grapes, cheese, crackers, 
an assortment of meats from nearby Italy, and a map. 
“What’s the map for?” 

“We've got two choices. We can turn back later and go to 
the house, or we can also disappear, boating the 
Mediterranean all summer.” 


“That’s what | call a high-quality problem.” 


“The only problem we have is how can we get to ten kids by 
tomorrow.” He smiles, taking my hand. 


“About that,” | say, watching his eyes light up. 


“When I went to get things for dinner the other day | kind of 
swung by the doctor. Don’t worry, | didn’t give them a real 
name or any information.” 


“| never worry with you. You know | trust everything you 
do.” 


“And | trust that you’re going to be happy with this news.” 


“What news?” he says his back straightening and his face 
filling with anticipation like he’s ready to almost tackle me 
in a hug. 


“I'm pregnant,” | say, and he does literally that as we roll 
across the deck laughing like two teenagers in love. 


“You mean we're pregnant,” he says as we come to a stop, 
side by side and his kisses me softly. 


“Yes, we. My favorite word.” 


“Mine too. Because whatever we do, we always do as a 
team.” 


“Forever,” | say. 


“Forever,” he says, as the crystal clear blue waters sparkle 
off the sea, but the only star | see is the one in front of me. 
The man who’s starred in every dream I’ve had since we got 
here. And he’s more than just the man I dream about, he’s 
mine in real life. My real life Russian hero who | forgave long 
ago for stalking me and for his jealous ways. 


He may not like it, at all, wnen other men look at me, but 
that’s fine by me. It shows me just how much he cares and 


how deeply he loves me. 


And after we resume course, and sail through the lonian Sea 
before entering the Mediterranean, he won’t have to worry 
about anyone looking at me for a while. 


It’s going to be just the two of us for a while, but not too 
long. 


We'll have to get to land soon because we're pregnant. Oh 
how | like the sound of that. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Ivan 
Five years later 


“Why is everyone wearing orange, dad?” our four-year-old 
Peter says. 


“Today is King’s Day in the Netherlands, buddy.” 
“There’s a party for you?” 


“Not me,” | say scooping him up in my arms so he can geta 
better view through our window. 


Willow and | arrived in Amsterdam five years ago and fell in 
love with the city, never leaving. It’s a beautiful, 
international city so it’s easy for us to fit in. We were able to 
get a house right on the canal within a week of arriving and 
we keep our boat docked nearby. To say it was perfect would 
be an understatement. 


But it’s not perfect because of the way the canals look under 
the streetlights at night, or the beautiful home we live in, or 
anything else..other than them. 


My family. 


They make my world go round and now that I’m semi- 
Officially retired | can devote all my time to what matters. 


Them. 


Willow and | still take on some cyber security projects, but 
only if it’s a project we know will benefit humanity or the 
earth. It’s such a change from working with governments 
when you never really know for sure what they’re up to, 
despite what they tell you. 


And we still get a kick out of the fact that both of our 
governments think we're long gone, deceased. Nothing 
could be further from the truth. 


“But mommy always calls you the king,” Peter says. 
“I'm only the king of our castle, buddy. And you’re a prince.” 


“Me?” he says turning in my arms and pointing at himself 
like he’s so surprised. 


“Yes you!” | say, and he starts giggling as he looks up at me 
with those big blue eyes. 


| give him a kiss on the top of the head and then set his feet 
back down on the floor and he goes running off, most likely 
to play with his twin sister Piper. They’re like two peas ina 
pod, going everywhere together. 


| watch over my family like a hawk, but it’s nice to know we 
live in a super safe neighborhood with a lot of other kids 
they can play and grow with. Human relationships are what 
life’s all about, which is what my woman has taught me, 
without having to say a single word. 


Just one look at her and my heart still races. Heck, just the 
thought of it has me racing off to our nursery to check on 
our youngest, Abigail. 


“How’s she doing?” | say as | wrap my arms around my 
woman from behind. 


“Hey you,” she says as she slowly rocks her little crib side to 
side. 


“She’s sleeping like a doll.” 

“You mean a princess,” | say. “Our little princess.” 
Willow’s hand comes off the crib and we tiptoe out of the 
room and back to the window, watching the festivities of 


King’s Day in the canal. 


“It looks like all those people are having so much fun,” 
Willow says. 


“Do you miss it?” 
“What do you mean?” 
“They’re about your age. You could be out there with them.” 


“Never. All the wisdom and love in the world is right in here 
beside me,” she says, turning to me and we kiss. 


| hold it extra long and finally our mouths come apart. 
“I know that look in your eye,” she says. 
“What look?” | say, raising my hands, feigning innocence. 


“Time to tell the kids that mommy and daddy need to take a 
nap?” 


“| think so,” | say. 

“You just can’t get enough of me, can you?” 
“Never. Never have been able to and never will.” 
“Even since | became a mom?” 


“Are you kidding? That just makes me want you more, if 
that’s somehow possible.” 


“| don’t think it is!” she says, poking me in the ribs and 
taking off for the bedroom. 


I’m right on her tail, sliding across the floor in my socks as 
we turn the corner and | jump on top of her just as we reach 
the bed. 


“The kids are playing Legos upstairs,” she says as she 
quickly pulls off her shirt. 


“Perfect, they don’t even have to know,” | say quickly 
getting up and shutting the door as | pull off my own shirt. 


“Just don’t pound the headboard against the wall like this 
morning or everybody is going to know.” 


“Good,” | growl. | want the world to know what’s mine. 


A cannon fire erupts for the celebration and the crowd 
cheers. 


“See, I’ve got some distractions today. Nobody’s going to 
find out.” 


“Wow, you're right,” she says. 


Not five minutes later and the headboard sounds like it’s 
about to crack and the party outside is in full swing. 


All those revelers outside think they’re winning today with 
their huge party and free day off work. 


I’m the one who’s really winning, because every day with 
her is a holiday and our entire life is like one giant party. 


Sure we raise our kids right, but with so much love in the 
house and all the smiles and laughter that goes on within, 
the neighbors probably think it’s a zoo over here. 


And in one way it is, because one look at her and it always 
turns me into a ravenous animal. She’s right. | can’t ever 
get enough of her. 


And I never will. 
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